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PUBLISHER’S NOTE 


In adding La Patisserie dc la Heine Pddauque, 
as most typical of the thoughtful and ironic 
genius of Anatole France, to their series of 
“ Representative French Fiction,” the pub- 
lishers beg to say, that the only change made 
is that, while keeping the same breaks as in the 
original, they have headed them “Chapters,” 
and in place of the “ Table ” at the end giving 
the first lines of the chapters, a list of contents 
is given at the beginning. The translation by 
Dr Stritzko has been revised by Mr Weston 
Parker. 
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THE QUEEN PfiDAUQUE 

CHAPTER I 

Why I recount the singular Occurrences of my Life 

I intend to give an account of some odd 
occurrences in my life. Some have been 
exquisite, some queer.' Recollecting them, I 
am myself in doubt if I have not dreamed 
them. I have known a Gascon cabalist, 
of whom I could not say that he was 
wise, because he perished miserably, but he 
delivered sublime discourses to me, on a 
certain night on the Isle of Swans, speeches 1 
I was happy enough to keep in my memory, 
and careful enough to put into writing. 
Those speeches referred to magic and to 
occult sciences, with which people were very 
much infatuated in my days. 

Everyone speaks of naught else but 
Rosicrucian mysteries. 8 Besides 1 do not 
myself expect to gain great honour by these 
revelations. Some will say that everything 
is of my own invention, and that it is not 

1 The original manuscript, written in a fine hand, of the 
eighteenth century, bears the sub-heading " Vie et Opinions 
de M. l'Abbt Jtrime Coignard ” [The Editor}. 

8 This writing dates from the second half of the eighteenth 
century [The Editor ]; 

9 
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the true doctrine, others that I only said 
what one had already known. I own that I am 
not very learned in cabalistic lore, my master 
having perished at the beginning of my 
initiation. But, little as I have learned of his 
craft, it makes me vehemently suspect that all 
of it is illusion, deception and vanity. ’ ■ 

I think it quite sufficient to repudiate 
magic with all my strength, because it is 
contrary to religion. But still I believe 
myself to be obliged to explain concerning 
one point of this false science, so that none 
may judge me to be more ignorant than I 
really am. I know that cabalists generally 
think thatSylphs, Salamanders, Elves, Gnomes 
and Gnomides are born with a soul perishable 
like their bodies and that they acquire im- 
mortality by intercourse with the magicians. 1 
On the contrary my cabalist taught me that 
eternal life does not fall to the lot of any 
creature, earthly or aerial. I follow his sen- 
timent without presuming myself to judge it. 

He was in the habit of saying that the Elves 
kill those who reveal their mysteries, and he 
attributes the death of M. l’Abb6 Coignard, 
who was murdered on the Lyons road, to tHe 
vengeance of those spirits. But I know very 

1 This opinion is especially supported in a little book of 
the Abb6 Montfaucon de Villars, 11 Le Conte de Gabalis au 
Entretiens sur les sciences secretes et myst6rieuses suivant 
les principes des anciens mages ou sages cabbalists,” of which 
several editions are extant. I only mention the one published - 
at Amsterdam (Jacques le Jeunc, 1700, in i8mo v with en- 
gravings), which contains a second part not included in the 
original edition [The Editor], 
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well that this much lamented death had 
a more natural cause. . I shall speak freely of 
the air and fire spirits. One has to run some 
risk in life and that with Elves is an ex-, 
tremely small one. 

I have zealously gathered the words of my 
good teacher M. l’Abb6 Jerome Coignard, who 
perished as I have said. He was a man full of 
knowledge and godliness. Could his soul have 
been less troubled he would have been the’ 
equal in virtue of M. l'Abb6 Rollin, whom he 
far surpassed in extent of knowledge and 
penetration of intellect. 

He had at least the advantage over M. 
Rollin that he had not fallen into Jansenism 
during the agitation of a troubled life, because 
the soundness of his mind was not to be shaken 
by the violence of reckless doctrines, and 
before Him I can attest to the purity of his 
faith . He had a wide knowledge of the world, 
obtained by the frequentation of all sorts of 
companies. This experience would have 
served him well t/ith the Roman histories he, 
like M. Rollin, would doubtless have composed 
should he have had time and leisure, and if his 
life could have been better matched to his 
genius. What I shall relate of this excellent 
man will be the ornament of these memoirs. 
And like Aulus Gellius, who culled the most 
beautiful sayings of the philosophers into his 
“Attic Nights,” and him who put the best 
fables of the Greeks into the “ Metamorphoses,” 
I will do' a bee’s work and gather exquisite 
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honey. But I do not flatter myself to be 
the rival of those two great authors, because 
I draw all my wealth from my own life's 
recollections and not from an abundance of 
reading. What I furnish out of my own 
stock is good faith. Whenever some curious 
person shall read my memoirs he wilf easily 
recognise that a candid soul alone could express 
itself in language so plain and unaffected. 
Where and with whomsoever I have lived I 
have always been considered to be entirely 
artless. These writings cannot but confirm it 
after my death. 



CHAPTER II 


My Home at the Queen Pddauque Cookshop — I turn the 
Spit and learn to read — Entry of Abb6 Jerome Coignard 

My name is Elme Laurent Jacques 
M6n6trier. My father, Leonard M6n6trier, 
kept a cookshop at the sign of Queen 
Pedauque, who, as everyone knows, was web- 
footed like the geese and ducks. 

His penthouse was opposite Saint Benoit 
le B6tourn6 between Mistress Gilles the haber- 
dasher at the Three Virgins and M. Blaizot, 
the bookseller at the sign of Saint Catherine , 
not far from the Little Bacchus, the gate 
of which, decorated with vine branches, 
was at the corner of the Rue des Cordiers. 
He loved me very much, and when, after 
supper, I lay in* my little bed, he took my 
hand in his, lifted one after the other of my 
fingers, beginning with the thumb, and said : 

•“ This one has killed him, this one has 
plucked him, this one has fricasseed him and 
that one has eaten him, and the little 
Riquiqui had nothing at all. Sauce, sauce, 
sauce,” he used to add, tickling the hollow of 
my hand with my own little finger. 

And mightily he laughed, and I laughed too, 
dropping off to sleep, and my mother used to 

*3 
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affirm that the smile still remained on my lips 
on the following morning. 

My father was a good cookshop-keeper and 
feared God. For this he carried on holidays 
the banner of the Cooks’ Guild, on which a fine- 
looking St Laurence was embroidered, with 
his grill and a golden palm. He usedf to say 
tome : 

“ Jacquot, thy mother is a holy and worthy 
woman.” 

He liked to repeat this sentence frequently. 
True, my mother went to church every Sunday 
with a prayer-book printed in big type. She 
could hardly read small print, which, as she 
said, drew the eyes out of her head . 

My father used to pass an hour or* two 
nightly at the tavern of the Little Bacchus \ 
there also Jeannette the hurdy-gurdy player 
and Catherine the lacemaker were regular 
frequenters. And every time he returned 
home somewhat later than usual he said in a 
soft voice, while pulling his cotton nightcap 
on : » 

“ Barbe, sleep in peace ; as I have just said 
to the limping cutler : ‘ You are a holy and 
worthy woman.’ v 

I was six years old when, one day, readjust- 
ing his apron, with him always a sign of resolu- 
tion, he said to me : 

“ Miraut, our good dog, has turned my 
roasting-spit during these last fourteen years. 
I have nothing to reproach him with. He is 
a good servant, who has never stolen the 
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smallest morsel of turkey or goose. ‘ He was 
always satisfied to lick the roaster as his wage. 
But he is getting old. His legs are getting 
stiff ; he can’t see, and is no more good to turn 
the handle. Jacquot, my boy, it is your duty 
to take his place. With some thought and 
some practice, you certainly will succeed in 
doing as well as he.” 

Miraut listened to these words and wagged 
his tail' as a sign of approbation. My father 
continued : 

“ Now then, seated on this stool, you’ll 
turn the spit. But to form your mind you’ll 
con your horn-book, and when, afterwards, 
you are able to read type, you’ll learn by heart 
some grammar or morality book, or those fine 
maxims of the Old and New Testaments. 
And that because the knowledge of God and 
the distinction between good and evil are also 
necessary in a working position, certainly of 
but trifling importance but honest as mine 
is, and which was my father’s, and also will 
be yours, please God.” 

And from this very day on, sitting from 
morn till night, at the corner of the fireplace, 
I turned the spit, the open horn-book on my 
knees. A good Capuchin friar, who with his 
bag came a-begging to my father, taught me 
how to spell. He did so the more willingly 
as my father, who had a consideration for 
knowledge, paid for his lesson with a savoury 
' morsel of roast turkey and a large glass of wine, 
sor liberally, that by-and-by the little friar, 
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aware that I was able to form syllables and 
words tolerably well, brought me a fine “ Life 
of St Margaret,” wherewith he taught me to 
read currently. 

On a certain day, having as usual laid his 
wallet on the counter, he sat down at my side, 
and, warming his naked feet on the hot ashes 
of the fireplace, he made me recite for the 
hundredth time : 

“ Puerile sage, nette et fine. 

Aide des femmes en g6sine 
Aycz piti6 de nous." 

At this moment a man of rather burly 
stature and withal of noble appearance, clad 
in the ecclesiastical habit, entered the shop 
and shouted out with an ample voice : 

“ Hello ! host, serve me a good portion ! ” 
With grey hair, he still looked full of health 
and strength. His mouth was laughing and 
his eyes were sprightly, his cheeks were 
somewhat heavy and his three chins dropped 
majestically on a neckband which, maybe 
by sympathy, had become as greasy as the 
throat it enveloped. 

My father, courteous by profession, lifted 
his cap and bowing said : 

“ If your reverence will be so good as to 
warm yourself near the fire, I’ll soon serve you 
with what you desire.” 

Without any further preamble the priest 
took a seat near the fire by the side of the 
Capuchin friar. 
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Healing the good friar reading aloud : 

“ Pucelle sage, nette et fine 
Aide des femmes en g£sine/ K 

he clapped his hands and said : 

“ Oh, the rare bird ! The unique man ! A 
Capuchin who is able to read ! Eh, little friar, 
what is your name ? ” 

“ Friar Ange, an unworthy Capuchin,” 
replied my teacher. 

My mother, hearing the voices from the 
upper room, descended to the shop, attracted 
by curiosity. 

The priest greeted her with an already 
familiar politeness and said : 

“ That is really admirable, mistress ; Friar 
Ange is a Capuchin and knows how to read.” 

“ He is able to read all sorts of writing,” 
replied my mother. 

And going near the friar, she recognised the 
prayer of St Margaret by the picture repre- 
senting the maiden martyr with a holy-water 
sprinkler in her hand. 

“ This prayer,” she added, “ is difficult to 
read because the words of it are very small 
arid hardly divided, but happily it is quite 
sufficient, when in labour-pains, to apply it 
like a plaster on the place where the most pain 
is felt and it operates just as well, and rather 
better, than when it is recited . I had the proof 
of it, sir, when my son J acquot was born, 
who is here present.” 

" Do not doubt about it, my good dame,” 

B 
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said Friar Ange. “ The orison of St Margaret 
is sovereign for what you mentioned, but 
under the special condition that the Capuchins 
get their Maundy.” 

In saying so, Friar Ange emptied the goblet ‘ 
of wine which my mother had filled^ up for 
him and, throwing his wallet over his shoulder, 
went off in the direction of the Little Bacchus. 

My father served a quarter of fowl to the 
priest, who took out of his pocket a piece 
of bread, a flagon of wine and a knife, the 
copper handle of which represented the late 
king on a column in the costume of a Roman 
emperor, and began to have his supper. 

But having hardly taken the first morsel 
in his mouth he turned round on my father 
and asked for some salt, rather surprised that 
no salt cellar had been presented to him off- 
hand. 

“ So did the ancients use it,” he said, 
“ they offered salt as a sign of hospitality. 
They also placed salt cellars in the temples 
on the tablecloths of the gods.” 

•My father presented him with some bay 
salt out of the wooden shoe which was hung 
on the mantelpiece. The priest took whafhe 
wanted of it and said : 

" The ancients considered salt to be a 
necessary seasoning of all repasts, and held it in 
so high esteem that they metaphorically called 
salt the wit which gives flavour to conversa- 
tion.” 

“ Ah I ” said my father, “ high as the 
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ancients may have valued it, the excise of our 
days puts it still higher.” 

My mother, listening the while she knitted 
a woollen stocking, was- glad to say a word : 

“ It must be believed that salt is a pood 
thing, Jbecause the priests put a grain of it on 
the tongues of the babies held over the 
christening font. When my Jacques felt the 
salt on his tongue he made a grimace ; as tiny 
as he was he already had some sense. I speak, 
Sir Priest, of my son Jacques here present.” 

The priest looked on me and said : 

" Now he is already a grown-up boy. 
Modesty is painted on his features and he reads 
the ‘ T ife of St Margaret ’ with attention.” 

" Oh ! ” exclaimed my mother, “ he also 
reads the prayer for chilblains and that of 
‘ St Hubert,’ which Friar Ange has given him, 
and the history of that fellow who has been 
devoured, in the Saint Marcel suburb, by 
several devils for having blasphemed the holy 
name of our Lord.” 

My father looked admiringly on me, and 
then he murmured into the priest’s ear that 
I learned anything I wanted to know with a 
native and natural facility.* 

“ Wherefore,” replied the priest, "you must 
form him to- become a man of letters, which to 
be, is one of the honours of mankind, the 
consolation of human life and a remedy 
against all evils, actually against those of 
love, as it is affirmed by the poet Theocritus.’.' 

“ Simple cook as I am,” was my father’s 
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reply, “ I hold knowledge in high esteem, and 
am quite willing to believe that it also is, as 
your reverence says, a remedy for love. But 
I do not think that it is a remedy against 
hunger.” 

" Well, perhaps it is not a sovereign oint- 
ment,” replied the priest ; “ but it gives some 
solace, like a sweet balm, although somewhat 
imperfect.” 

As he spoke Catherine the lacemaker ap- 
peared on the threshold, with her bonnet 
sideways over her ear and her neckerchief 
very much creased. Seeing her, my mother, 
frowned and let slip three meshes of her 
knitting. f 

" Monsieur Mtfnetrier,” said Catherine to 
my father, “come and say a word to the 
sergeants of the watch. If you do not, they 
doubtless will lock up Friar Ange. The good 
friar came to the Little Bacchus, where he 
drank two or three pots without paying for 
them, so as not to go contrary to the rules of 
St Francis, he said. But the worst of it is, 
that he, seeing me in company under the 
arbour, came near me to teach me a new 
-prayer. I told him it was not the right 
moment to do so, and he insisting on it, the 
limping cutler, who was sitting by me, tore 
his beard rather roughly. Friar Ange threw 
himself on the cutler, who fell to the ground, 
and by his fall upset the table and pitchers.. 
The taverner, running up, seeing the table 
knocked over, the wine spilt, and Friar Aiige 
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with one foot on the cutler’s head, swinging a 
stool with which he struck anyone approach- 
ing him, this vile taverner swore like a real 
devil and called for the watch. Monsieur. 
M 6 nctrier, do come at once and take the little 
friar out of the watch’s clutches. He is a 
holy man, and quite excusable in this affair.” 

My father was inclined to oblige Catherine, 
but for this once the lacemaker’s words had 
not the effect she expected. He said plainly 
that he could not And any excuse for the 
Capuchin, and that he wished him to get a 
good punishment by bread and water in the 
darkest corner of the cellars of the convent, of 
which he was the shame and disgrace. 

He warmed up in talking : 

“ A drunkard and a dissipated fellow, to 
whom I give daily good wine and good 
morsels and who goes to the tavern to play 
the deuce with some ill-famed creatures, de- 
praved enough to prefer the company of a 
hawking cutler and a Capuchin friar to that 
of honest sworn tradesmen of the quarter. 
Fie! fie!” 

Therewith he suddenly stopped his scoldings 
and looked sideways on my mother, who, 
standing up at the entry to the staircase, 
pushed her knitting needles with sharp little 
strokes. 

Catherine, surprised by this unfriendly re- 
ception, said drily : 

“ Then you don’t want to say a good word 
to the taverner and the sergeant ? ” 
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“ If you wish it, I’ll tell them to take the 
cutler and the friar.” 

“But,” she replied, and laughed, "the 
cutler is your friend.” 

“ Less mine than yours,” said my father 
sharply. “ A ragamuffin and a humbug, who 
hops about ” 

“ Oh ! ” she exclaimed, “ that’s true, really 
true, that he hops. He hops, hops, hops ! ” 

And she left the shop, shaking with . 
laughter. 

My father turned round to the priest, who 
was picking a bone : 

“ It is as I had the honour to say to your 
reverence ! For each reading and writing 
lesson that Capuchin friar gives to my child, 

I pay him with a goblet of wine and a fine 
piece of meat, hare, rabbit, goose, or a tender 
poulet or a capon. He is a drunkard and 
evil liver ! ” 

“ Don’t doubt about that,” said the priest. 

" But if ever he dares to come over my 
threshold again. I’ll drive- him out with 
a broomstick.” 

“ And you’ll do well by it,” said the priest ; 
“ that Capuchin is an ass, and he taught your 
son rather to bray than to talk. You’ll act 
wisely by throwing into the fire that ‘ Life of 
St Catherine,’ that prayer for the cure of 
chilblains and that history of the bugbear, 
with which that monk poisoned your son’s 
mind. For the same price you paid for Friar. 
Ange’s lessons, I’ll give him my own ; I’ll 
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\ " 

teach him Latin and Greek, and French also, 
that language which Voiture and Balzac have 
brought to perfection. And in such way, by 
a luck doubly singular and favourable, this 
Jacquot Tournebroche will become learned 
and I shall eat every day.” 

“ Agfeed ! ” said my father. “ Barbara, 
bring two goblets. No business is concluded 
without the contracting parties having a 
drink together as a token of agreement. We ' 
will drink here. I’ll never in my life put my 
legs into the Little Bacchus again, so repugnant 
have that cutler and that monk become to 

11 

me. 

The priest rose and, putting his hands on 
the back of his chair, said in a slow and serious 
manner : 

“ Before all, I thank God, the Creator and 
Conserver of all things, for having guided 
me into this hospitable house. It is Him 
alone who governs us and we are compelled 
to recognise His providence in all matters 
human, notwithstanding that it is foolhardy 
and sometimes incongruous to follow Him too 
closely. Because being universal He is to be 
found in ali sorts of encounters, sublime by 
the conduct which He keeps, but obscene or 
ridiculous for the part man takes in it and 
which is the only part where they appear 
to us. And therefore one must not shout, in 
the manner of Capuchin monks and goody- 
goody women, that God is to be seen in every 
/trifle. Let us praise the Lord ; pray to Him, 
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to enlighten me in the teachings I’ll give 
to that child, and for the rest let us rely on 
His holy will, without searching to under- 
stand it in all its details.” 

And raising his goblet, he drank deeply. 

“ This wine,” he said, “ infilters into the 
economy of the human body a sweet arid salu- 
tary warmth. It is a liquor worthy to be 
sung at Teos and at the Temple by the princes 
of bacchic poets, Anacreon and Chaulieu. I 
will anoint with it the lips of my young 
disciple.” 

He held the goblet under my chin and ex- 
claimed : 

“ Bees of the Academy come, come and 
place yourselves in harmonious swarmsf on 
the mouth of Jacobus Tournebroche, hence- 
forth consecrated to the Muses.” 

“ Oh ! Sir Priest,” said my mother, “ it is a 
truth that wine attracts the bees, particularly 
sweet wine. But it is not to be wished that 
those nefarious flies should place themselves 
on the mouth of my Jacquot, as tlieir sting is 
cruel. One day in biting into a peach a bee 
stung me on the tongue, and 1 had to suffer 
fiendish pains. They would be calmed only 
by a little earth, mixed up with spittle, which 
Friar Ange put into my mouth in reciting the 
prayer of St Comis.” 

The priest gave her to understand that he 
spoke of bees in an allegorical sense only. 
And my father said reproachfully : 

" Bar be, you're a holy and worthy woman, 
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but 'many a time I have noticed that you 
have -a peevish liking to throw yourself 
thoughtlessly into serious conversation like 
a dog into a game of skittles.” 

” Maybe,” replied my mother. “ But 
had you followed my counsels better, Leonard, 
you wbuld have done better. I may not 
know all the sorts of bees, but I know how 
to manage a home and understand the good 
manners a man of a certain age ought to’ 
practise, who is the father of a family and 
standard-bearer of his guild.” 

My father scratched his ear, and poured 
some wine for the priest, who said with a sigh : 

“ Certainly, in our days, knowledge is not 
as ifluch honoured in our kingdom of France, 
as it had been -by the Romans, although de- 
generated at the time when rhetoric brought 
Eugcnius to the Emperor’s throne. It is not 
a rarity in our century to find a clever man in 
a garret without fire or candle. Exemplum 
ut talpa — I am an example.” 

Thereafter he gave us a narration of his 
life, which I’ll report just as it came out of 
his own mouth — that is, as near it as the 
weakness of my age allowed me to hear 
distinctly and hereafter keep in my memory. 
I believe I have been able to restore it after 
the confidences he gave me at a later time ; 
when he honoured me with his friendship. 



CHAPTER III 


Tlie Story of the Abbe’s Life 

“ As you see me,” he said, “ or rather as you 
do not see me, young, slender, with ardent 
eyes and black hair, I was a teacher of liberal 
arts at the College of Beauvais under Messrs 
Dugu6, Gu6rin, Coffin and Baffier. I had 
been ordained, and expected to make a big 
name in letters. But a woman upset my 
hopes. Her name was Nicole Pigoreau 'and 
she kept a bookseller’s shop 'at the Golden 
Bible on the square near the college. I went 
there frequently to thumb the books she re- 
ceived from Holland and also those bipontic 
editions illustrated with notes, comments and 
commentaries of great erudition. I was 
amiable and Mistress Pigoreau became aware 
of it, which was my misfortune. 

“ She had been pretty, and still knew how 
to be plea ing. Her eyes spoke. One day 
the Cicero, Livy, Plato and the Aristotle, 
Thucydides, Polybius and Vanro, the 
Epictetus, Seneca, Boethius and Cassiodorus, 
the Homer, /Eschylus, Sophocles, Euripides, 
Plautus and Terence, the Diodorus of Sicily and 
Dionysius of Halicarnassus, St J ohn Chrysostom 
and St Basil, St Jerome and St Augustine, 

26 
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Erasmus, Saumaise, Tumebe and Scaliger, 
St Thomas Aquinas, St Bonaventure, Bossuet 
dragging Ferri with him, Lenain, Godefroy, 
M6zeray, Maimbourg, Fabricius, Father. 
Lelong and Father Pitou, all the poets, all 
the historians, all the fathers, all the doctors, 
all the 'theologians, all the humanists, all 
the compilers, assembled high and low on 
the walls, became witnesses to our kisses. 

“ ‘ I could not resist you,' she said to me, 

* don’t conceive a bad opinion oi me.’ 

“ She expressed her love for me in singular 
raptures. Once she made me try on neck 
and wrist bands of line lace, and finding them 
suit me well she insisted on my accepting 
them. I did not want to. But on her becoming 
irritated by my refusal, which she considered 
an offence against love, I finally consented* 
to accept them, afraid to offend her. 

“ My good fortune lasted till I was to be 
replaced by an officer. I became spiteful over 
it, and in the ardour of avenging myself I 
informed the College Regents that I did not go 
any longer to the Golden Bible, being afraid to 
see there expositions rather offensive to the 
. modesty of a young clerical . To say the truth, 
I had not to congratulate myself on this con- 
trivance. Madame Pigorcau, becoming aware 
of my sayings, publicly accused me of having 
robbed her of a set of 1 ace neck and wrist bands. 
Her false complaint reached the ears of the 
College Regents, who had my boxes searched ; 
therein was found, the garment, a matter of 



28 -THE QUEEN PEDAUQUE 

considerable value. I was expelled from 
college and had, like Hippolyte and Bellero- 
phon, to put up with the wiles and wickedness 
of woman. 

“ Finding myself in the streets with my few 
rags and my copybooks, I ran great ^ risk of 
starving, when, dressed in my clerical suit, 
1 recommended myself to a Huguenot gentle- 
man, who employed me as secretary and 
dictated to me libels on our religion.” 

“ Ah ! ” exclaimed my father, “ that was 
wrong of your reverence. An honest man 
ought not to lend his hand to such abomina- 
tions. And as far as I am concerned, although 
ignorant, and of a working condition, I cannot 
bear the smell of Colas’ tow.” 

“You’re quite right, my host,” continued 
the priest. “ It is the worst point in my life. 
The very one I am most sorry for. But 
my man was a Calvinist. He employed me 
to write against Lutherans and Socinians only; 
these he could not stand at all, and, I assure 
you, he compelled me to treat them worse 
than ever it was done at the Sorbonne.” 

“Amen,” said my father. “ Lambs graze to- 
gether while wolves devour one the other.” 

The priest continued his narrative : 

“ Besides, I did not remain for long with that 
gentleman, who made more fuss about the 
letters of Ulric von Hutten than of the 
harangues of Demosthenes, and in whose 
house water was the only drink. Afterwards 
I followed varied callings, but all without 
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success. I became a pedlar, a strolling player, 
a monk, a valet, and at last, by resuming my 
clerical garb, I became secretary to the 
Bishop of S6ez and edited the catalogue of the- 
precious MSS. contained in his library. This 
catalogue consists of two volumes in folio, 
which were placed in his gallery, bound in red 
morocco, with his crest on and the edges 
gilded. I venture to say it was a good work. . 

“ It would have depended on myself alone 
to get old- and grey in studies and peace with 
the right reverend prelate, but I became 
enamoured of the waiting - maid of the 
bailiff’s lady. Do not blame me severely. 
Daric she was, buxom, vivacious, fresh. 
St Pacomus himself ' would have loved her. 
One day she took a seat in the stage coach to 
travel to Paris in quest of luck. I followed 
her. But I did not succeed as well as she did. 
On her recommendation I entered the service 
of Mistress de Saint Ernest, an opera dancer, 
who, aware of my talents, ordered me to 
write after her dictation a lampoon on Made- 
moiselle Davilliers, against whom she had 
some grievance. I was a pretty good secretary, 
aild well deserved the fifty crowns she had 
promised me. The book was printed at 
Amsterdam by Marc-M'ichel Rey, with an 
allegoric frontispiece, and Mademoiselle 
Davilliers received the first copy of it just when 
she went on the stage to sing the great aria of 
Armida. 

“ Anger made her voice hoarse and shaky. 
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She sang false and was hooted. Her song 
ended, she ran as she was, in powder and hoop 
petticoats, to the Intendant of the Privy 
Purse, who could not refuse her anything. 
She fell on her knees before him, shed 
abundant tears and shouted for vengeance. 
And soon it became known that the blow was 
struck by Mistress de Saint Ernest. 

“ Questioned, hard pressed, sharply 
threatened, she denounced me as the author, 
and I was puL into the Bastille, where I 
remained four years. There I found some con- 
solation in reading Boethius and Cassiodorus. 

“ Since then I have kept a public scrivener’s 
stall at the Cemetery of the Saints Innocent, 
and lend to servant girls in love a pen, which 
should rather have described the illustrious 
men of Rome and commented on the writings 
of the holy fathers. I earn two farthings for 
every love letter, and it is a trade by which I 
rather die than live. But I do not forget that 
Epictetus was a slave and Pyrrho a gardener. 

“ Just now, unexpectedly, I have been paid 
a whole crown for an anonymous letter. I 
have not had anything to cat for two days. 
Therefore I at once looked out for a cookshdp. 
From outside in the street I perceived your 
illuminated sign and the fire of your chimney 
throwing joyful flaming lights on the windows. 
On your threshold I smelt delicious odours. 
I came in, and now, my dear host, you have 
the history of my life.” 

“ I have become aware that it is the life of a 
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good man/’ said my father, " and with the ex- 
ception of Colas’ cow there is hardly anything 
to complain of. Give me your hand I We 
are friends, what’s your name ? ” 

“ Jdrdme Coignard, doctor of divinity, 
master of arts.” 



CHAPTER IV 


The Pupil of M. Jerdme Coignard. — I receive Lessons' in 
Latin, Greek and Life 

The marvellous in the affairs of mankind 
is the concatenation of effects and causes. 
M. Jerome Coignard was quite right in saying : 
“ To consider that strange following of bounds 
and rebounds wherein our destinies clash, one 
is obliged to recognise that God in His per- 
fection is in want neither of mind n<jr of 
imagination nor comic force ; on the contrary 
He excels in imbroglio, as in everything else, 
and if after having inspired Moses, David and 
the Prophets He had thought it worth while 
to inspire M . le Sage or the interluders of a fair, 
He would dictate to them the most entertain- 
ing harlequinade.” And in a similar way 
it occurred that I became a Latinist because 
Friar Ange was taken by the watch and put 
into ecclesiastical penance for having knocked 
down a cutler under the arbour of the Little 
Bacchus. M. J6r6me Coignard kept his 
promise. He gave me lessons and, finding 
me tractable and intelligent, he took pleasure 
in instructing me in the ancient languages. 

In but a few years he made me a tolerably 
good Latinist. 

In memory of him I have conceived a 

3 * 
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gratitude which will not come to an end but 
•wdtii my life. The obligation I am under to 
easily to be conceived when I say that 
he.'neglected nothing to shape my heart and 
$puL together with my intellect. He recited 
.tD.^.me the “Maxims of Epictetus,” the 
■“ Homilies of St Basil” and the “Consolations 
: of Boethius.” By beautiful extracts he opened 
to me the philosophy of the Stoics, but he did 
not make it appear in its sublimity without 
'showing its inferiority to Christian philosophy. 
He was a subtle theologian and a good C atliolic. 
-His faith remained whole on the ruins of his 
most beloved illusions, of his most cherished 
hope\ His 'weaknesses, his errors, his faults, 
none of which he ever tried to dissemble or to 
colour, have never shaken liis confidence in 
the.. Divine goodness. And to know him well, 
it linust be known that lie took care of his 
eternal salvation on occasions when, to all 
appearance, he cared the least about it. He 
imbued me with the principles of an enlightened 
piety. He also endeavoured to attach me to 
virtue as such, and to render it to me, so to say, 
homely .and familiar by examples drawn from 
the life of Zeno. 

(To make me acquainted with the dangers 
of vice, he went for arguments to the nearest 
louritiaih-head, confessing to me that by having 
Iftved.wine and women too much, he had lost 
the honounof taking the professor’s chair of a 
cqjlege in long gown and square cap. 

" afe these rare merits he joined constancy 
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and assiduity, and he gave his lessons wifSan 
exactitude hardly to be expected' of a • 
given as he was to the freaks of a strolling ilife,; 
and always carried away by a luck less doctoral, 
than picaresque. This zeal was the effect* Of 
his kindness and also of his liking of that good. 
St James’s Street, where he found occasion to’ 
satisfy equally the appetites of his body and 
intellect. After having given me, during a 
succulent repast, some profitable lesson, he 
indulged in a stroll to the Little Bacchus and 
the Image of Si Catherine , finding in that narrolv 
piece of ground that which was his paradise-r- 
fresh wine and books. * 

He became a constant visitor of M. Blaizot 
the bookseller, who received him well* not- 
withstanding that he only used to thumb the 
books without ever making the smallest pur-: 
chase. And it was quite marvellous to see 
my good teacher in the most remote part .of 
' the shop, his nose closely buried in some 
little book recently arrived from Holland, 
suddenly raising his head to discourse, as.it 
might happen, with the same abundant ahd 
laughing knowledge, on the plans of ah 
universal monarch}' attributed to the*lstte 
king, or, it may be, to .the aventures galanleb 
of a financier with a ballet girl. M. .Blaizojf; 
was never tired of listening to him. ThiiJ 
M. Blaizot was a little old man, dry andx&afj 
in flea-coloured coat and breeches and gfejj! 
woollen stockings. I admired him very much| 
and could not think of anything more glori^f 
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th&tvlike him, to sell books at the Image of 
St Catherine. 

dtne recollection of mine gave to M. Blaizot’s 
shop quite a mysterious charm. It was there, 
| whs still very young, I saw for the first time 
the nude figure of a female. I can see her now. 
It was ah Eve in an illustrated Bible. Her 
stomach was rather big, her legs were rather 
■abort, and she held converse with a serpent in 
a Dutch landscape. The proprietor of this 
engraving inspired me with a consideration 
which grew afterwards when I took, thanks to 
M. Coignard, a great liking for books. 

At the age of sixteen I knew Latin pretty 
well, and also a little Greek. My good teacher 
said fo my father : 

' V Do you not think, my dear host, that it is 
rather an indecency to let a young Ciceronian 
;go about dressed as a scullion ? ” 

“ I never thought of it,” replied my father. 
“ It is true,” said mother, “ that it would 
be suitable to give our son a dimity vest. 
He is of an agreeable appearance, has good 
manners and is well taught. He will do 
honbiir to his dress.” 

JJFor a moment my father remained thought- 
Td||and then he asked if it would be quite 
suitable for a cook to wear a dimity vest. 
JBfit M. Coignard reminded him that, being 
|fi^kled by the Muses, I would never become 
l^ookj: and that the time was not far off when 
'I’^Kbuld wear a clerical neckband. 

!:py father sighed, thinking that never would 
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I be the banner-bearer of the Guild of Parisian^ 
Cooks, and my mother became quite glittering^ 
with pleasure and pride at the idea of hey son': 
belonging to the Church. 

The first effect my dimity vest produced; 
was to give me a certain confidence in myself,': 
and to encourage me to get a more complete 
idea of women than the one I had from the' 
Eve of M. Blaizot. I reasonably thought first 
on Jeannette the hurdy-gurdy player, and. on - 
Catherine the iacemaker, both of whom I saw. : 
pass our shop twenty times a T day, showing, 
when it rained, a line ankle and a tiny foot, the' 
toes of which turned from one stone to the 
other. Jeannette was not sopretty as Catherine. 
She was somewhat older and less well dressed. 
She came from Savoy and did her hair en 
marmoltc, with a checked kerchief covering 
her head. Hut her merit was, not to^tick to 
ceremony and to understand what was' wanted' 
of her without being spoken to. This char-' 
acter agreed well with my timidity. One* 
evening under the porch of St Benoit le- 
B6tourn6, where there are stone scats all round, 
she taught me what till then 1 had not known, 

. but which she had known for a long time. ‘ - . c 

But I was not so grateful to her as it should 
have been my duty to be, and thought of. 
nothing else but to bring the science she ha^, 
taught me to others, prettier ones. As a|t* 
excuse for my ingratitude I ought to say, th$£ 
Jeannette the hurdy-gurdy player did -ho#? 
value her lessons any higher than I did fiiy§$^ 
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and , that she willingly gave them to every 
ragamuffin oi the district. 

> Catherine was of more reserved manners. 
I stood in awe of her and did not dare to tell her 
how pretty I considered her to be. She made 
me doubjy uncomfortable by making game of 
me and not losing a single occasion of jeering 
at,, me. She teased me by reproaching my 
<5hu? for being hairless. I blushed over it and 
wished to be swallowed by the earth. On 
.‘seeing lier I affected a sullen mien and chagrin. 
I pretended to scorn her.. But she was really 
too pretty for my scorn to be true. 



CHAPTER V 


My Nineteenth Birthday — Its Celebration and the EntrsuxCe'/ 
oi M. d’Asterac 


On that night, the night of Epiphany and the? 
nineteenth anniversary of my birth, the 1 ; 
sky poured down with the melting snow «L ‘ 
cold ill-humour, penetrating to the bone,-., 
while an icy wind made the signboard of the' 
Queen Pedauque grate, a clear fire, perfumed : : 
by goose grease, sparkled in the shop and the., 
soup steamed in the tureen on the tafble p. 
round which M. Jerome Coignard, my father^ 
and myself were seated. My mother, as wa&\ ! 
her habit, stood behind her husband’s chair,., 
ready to serve him. He had already filled, 
the priest’s dish when, through the suddenly ' 
opened door, we saw Friar Ange, very palej v 
the nose red, the beard soaked . In his surprise# 
my father elevated the soup ladle up >to the 


smoked beams of the celling. i ;. 

My father’s surprise was easily, explained^ 
Friar Ange, after his light with the cutbgC: 


without his giving any sign oi hie... Un^a 
certain day in spring he went off with a dmk$§ 
laden with relics, and, worse still, he^hfpJ 



' 3J^.',^inete5:nth BiRtHtf 

taJcen with him Catherine dressed as a nun.' ; 
Nobody knew what h|Ld become of them, but 
there was a rumour at the Little Bacchus 
that the little friar and the little sister had had 
some sort of difference with the authorities 


bbtween Tours and Orleans. Without forget- 
ting that one of the vicars of St Benoit shouted 
everywhere, and like one possessed, that that 
rascal of a Capuchin had stolen his donkey. 

. “ What,” exclaimed my father, “ this rogue 
does not lie in a dungeon ? There is then no 
- more justice in this kingdom.” 

But Friar Ange recited the Benedicilc and 
made the sign of the cross over the soup- 
tur^n. 

“ Hola 1 ” continued my father, “ peace 
to all cant, my beautiful monk ! Confess 
.'that you have passed in an ecclesiastical 
■: prison at least one of the two years that your 
\Beelzebub-facc has not been seen in our 
. parish. James Street has been more honest 
lor your absence and the whole quarter of the 
town more respectable. Look on that fine 
'.Olibrius, who goes into the fields with the 
. donkey of someone and the girl of everyone.” 

“ Maybe,” replied Friar Ange, eyes on the 


ground and hands in his sleeves. Maybe, 
..Master Leonard, you want to speak of 
^Catherine. I have had the happiness to con- 
i’ jVept her to a better life, so much and so well 
:;*that she ardently wished to follow me, and the 
Relics I was carrying, and to go with me on 
lllpine nice pilgrimage, especially to the Black: 



v 4p^;'the Queen pEDAuQfjk^ - 

S, . V- 'it ■ 

Virgin of Chartres ! I consented uncpij .Tme) 


condition that she clad herself in ecclesiastical^ 
dress, which she did without a murmur'.”''*''’ '£ 
“ Hold your tongue ! ” replied my fither^ 
“you are a dissipated fellow. You have'riot 
lespect for your cloth. Return to wher^ 
you came from and look, if you please, in th£ ; 
street, if Queen P^dauque is suffering froiif; 
chilblains. - ’ 


But my mother made the friar a sign to sit-; 
down tinder the chimney -mantel, which he' 1 
softly did. i 

“ One has to forgive much to Capuchins,’* - , 
said the abbe, “ because they sin without-: 
malice.” 

My father begged of M. Coignard not to 
speak any more of the breed, the name alone 
of which burnt his ears. ^ 


" Master Leonard,” said the priest, “philo- 
sophy conducts the soul to clemency. As far ! 
as I am concerned I willingly give absolution, 
to knaves, rogues and rascals and all the 
wretched. And more, I owe no grudge to 1 ; 
good people, though in their case there is^ 
much insolence. And if, Master Leonard*.- 
. like myself, you should have been familuur,. 1 
with respectable people, you would know th£t! 
they are not a rap better than the others, and£ 
are often of a less agreeable companionship^ 
I have been seated at the third table of the* 
Bishop of S£ez and two attendants, both cladjt 
in black, ivere at my sides : constraint arira 
weariness.” ' 
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'Tt inust be acknowledged,” said myf! 
'. jfiother, “that the servants of his Grace had 
?’ sortie queer names. Why did he not call 
them Champagne, Olive or Frontin as is 
-usual?” 


. ' T; The priest continued : 

v It’s true, certain persons get easily ac- 
customed to the inconveniences to be borne 


' by livingjvith the great. There, was at the 
'.second table of the bishop a very polite canon 
• who kept on ceremony till his last moment. 
•■When the news of his bodily decline reached 
the bishop he went to' his room and found 
him dying. ‘Alas,’ said the canon, ‘I beg 
youf Grace’s pardon to be obliged to die before 
your eyes.’ 1 Do, do ! Don’t mind me,’ said 
'• the bishop with the utmost kindness." 

At this moment my mother brought the 
' roast and put it on the table, with a movement 
of homely gravity which caused my father 
some emotion ; with his mouth full he 
shouted : 


' r . “ Barbe, you’re a holy and worthy woman.” 

“ Mistress,” said my dear teacher, “ is as 
:.a fact to be compared to the strong women of 
,'the scripture. She is a godly wife.” 

" Thank God ! ” said my mother, “ I 
•\have never been a traitor to the faithfulness I 
lowe unto Ldonard Aidndtrier, my husband, 
i'^nd^E 'reckon well, now that the most difficult 
ijraH-Ms passed, not to fail him till my last, 
fthpur is come. I wish he would keep his faith' 
$jg>*irte as I keep mine to liim.”^ 
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“ Madam, when first I looked on’ ydtT,I; 
could see you to be an honest woman',”? 
replied the priest, “ because I have experienced^ 
near you a quietude more connected With? 
heaven than with this world.” 

My mother, who was simple-minded, bu% 
not stupid, understood very well what he* 
wanted to say, and replied that if he had* 
known her twenty years ago, he would haye 
found her to be quite another than shp had? 
become in this cookshop, where her good? 
looks had vanished with the fire of the spit and 
the fumes of the dishes. And as she was; 
touched she mentioned that the baker at 
Auneau had found her to be so much to his- 
liking that he had offered her cakes every?- 1 
time she passed his shop. “ Besides, ” she . 
added angrily, " there is neither girl nor 
woman ugly enough to be incapable of doing 
wrong if she had a fancy to do it.” 

“This good woman is right,” said my 
father. “ I remember when I was a ’prentice, 
at the cookshop of the Royal Goose near the.. 
Gate of St Denis, my master, who was then? 
■the banner-bearer of the guild, as I myself 
am to-day, said to me : ‘ I’ll never be;> a 

cuckold, my wife is too ugly.’ This saying, 
gave me the idea to attempt what he though 
to be impossible. I *succeeded at my firg§ 
attempt ; one morning when he went to. La* 
Vall6e. He spoke the truth, his wife w$| 
very ugly, but high spirited and gratefu£!£J 

At this anecdote my mother broke out jtj|f 
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said, that such things ought not to be told by” 
a father to his wife and son, if he wanted to 
■ have their respect. 

M. Jdrdme Coign ard, seeing her become . 
..red with anger, changed the conversation with 
kindly /neant ability. He addressed himself' 
abruptly to Friar Ange, who, hands in his 
sleeves, sat humbly at the corner of the 
fireside : 

“ Little friar, what kind of relics did you 
carry on the second vicar’s donkey’s back in 
company with Sister Catherine ? Was it your 
small clothes you gave the devotees to kiss, 
in the manner of some grey friars, of whom 
Henry Estienne has narrated the ad- 
ventures ? ” 

“ Ah ! your reverence,” meekly said Friar 
Ange with the expression of a martyr suffering 
for truth, “ it was not my small clothes, it 
was a foot of St Eustache.” 

“ I should have taken my oath on it, if it 
would not be a sin to do so,” exclaimed the 
' priest, brandishing the drumstick of a fowl. 
’“ t Those Capuchins turn out saints utterly 
ignored by good authors, who work on ecclesi- 
: astical history. Neither Tillemont nor Fleury 
speak of that St Eustache to whom a church 
V is consecrated, very wrongly, at Paris, when so 
' many saints recognised by writers well de- 
i serying to be believed, are still waiting for a 
-.'similar honour. The ‘ Life of St Eustache ’ 
j^-is a tissue of ridiculous fables, the same is the 
Incase of that of St Catherine, who has never 
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existed except in the imagination of sojtil£.; 
wicked Byzantine monk. But I dojiidt^ 
want to attack her too hardly, as she itf^the) 
. patroness of men oi letters, and serves as'- 
signboard to the bookshop of that good 
*B!aizot, which is the most delectable abode*: 
in this world.” ' . Vv 


" I also had,” continued quickly the little^ 
friar, “ a rib of St Mary the Egyptian.” J 

“Ah! Ah!” shouted the priest, thrqwing . 
the chicken bone across the room, " concerning , 
this one, I do consider her to be very, very-, 
holy, as during her lifetime she gave a fine ' 
example of humility. 

“ You know, madam,” he said and took 
mother’s sleeve, “ that St Mary the Egyptian, 
going on pilgrimage to the sepulchre of our, 
Lord, was stopped by a deep llowing river, - 
and not possessing a single farthing to pay for 
the passage on the ferry-boat she offered to . 
the boatmen her own body as a payment.; 
What do you say to that, my good mistress ? 

First of all my mother asked if the story was =■ 
quite true. After she had been assured that the . 
matter had been pi inted in a book and painted, 
on a stained window \p the Church of La*; 
Jussienne she believed it. ' - 

“ I think,” she said, “ that one has to bej 
as holy as she was to do the like without;' 
committing a sin. J must say that. I should*;' 
not like to do it.” 

“ As far as I am concerned,” said the priest:# 
“ I approve of the conduct of that 
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in accord with, the most subtly doctors. ■ 
fc’ijt a lesson for honest women stubborn in 
‘too - much pride of their haughty virtue. 
Thinking well over it there is some sensuality 
.in prizing too highly the flesh and guarding 
excessively what one ought to despise. There 
.arfe some matrons to be met with who believe 
they have a treasure and who visibly ex- 
aggerate the interest God and the angels may 
'have .in them. They believe themselves to 
■be a kind of natural Holy Sacrament. St 
.Mary the Egyptian was a better judge. 
Pretty and divinely shaped as she was, she 
considered that it would be all too proud of 
her * flesh to stop in the course of a holy 
pilgrimage for a paltry indifferent reason 
. which is no more than a piece of mortification 
'and far from being a precious jewel. She 
humbled herself, madam, and entered by using 
so admirable a humility the road of penitence 
where she accomplished marvellous works.” 

" Your reverence,” said my mother, “ I 
do not understand you. You arc too learned 
for me.” 

). . “That grand saint,” said Friar Ange, “is 
..painted in a state of nature in the chapel of 
, . convent, and by the grace of God all her. 
$t>ody is covered with long and thick hair. 
^Reproductions of this picture have been' 
^printed, and I’ll bring you a fully blessed one, 
£#iy dear madam.” 

^Tenderly touched, my mother passed the 
>w ^ip-tureen him, behind the back of my. 
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teacher. And the holy friar, seated on the., 
cinder board, silently soaked his bread in.tfhe" 
savoury liquid. 

“ Now is the moment,” said my father, ’ 
“ to uncork one of those bottles which I keep' 
in reserve for the great, feasts, which are- 
Christmas, Twelfth Night, and St Laurence’s 
Day. Nothing is more agreeable than to 
drink a good wine quietly at home secure of 
unwelcome intruders.” 

Hardly had these words been uttered 
when the door was opened and a tall man 
in black entered the shop in a squall of snow 
and wind exclaiming : 

“ A Salamander ! A Salamander ! ” r 

And without taking notice of anyone he 
bent over the grate, rummaging in the cinders . 
with the end of his walking stick, very much 
to the detriment of Friar Ange, who coughed 
fit to give up the ghost, swallowing the ashes 
and coal-dust thrown into his soup plate.; 
And the man in black still continued to 
rummage in the tire, shouting, “A Salamander! 

I see a Salamander ! ” while the stirred-up ■ 
flames made the shadow of his bodily form ■ 
tremble on the ceiling like a large bird of x 
prey. ■ 

My father was surprised and rather annoyed.;' 
by the manners of the visitor. But he knew*' 
how to restrain himself. And so he rose, his'; 
napkin under his arm, and went to the fire.-';, 
place, bending to the hearth, both his fists oi£« 
his thighs. 
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When he had sufficiently considered the 
disordered fireplace, and Friar Ange covered 
with ashes, he said : 

'■ . “ Your lordship will excuse me. I cannot 
See anything but this paltry monk, and no 
Salamander.’' 

“ Besides,” my father went on, “ I have 
but little regret over it. I have it from hear- 
say that it is an ugly beast, hairy and horned, 
with big claws.” 

“ What an error ! ” replied the man in 
black. “ Salamanders resemble women, or, to 
speak precisely .nymphs, and they .are perfectly 
beautiful ! But 1 feel myself rather a sim- 
pleton to ask you if you’re able to see this one. 
One has to be a philosopher to see a Sala- 
mander, and 1 do not think philosophers could 
be found in this kitchen.” 

“ You may be mistaken, sir,” said the Abb£ 
Coignard. "I am a Doctor of Divinity and 
■ Master of Arts. \ have also studied the Greek 
and Latin moralists, whose maxims have 
strengthened my soul in the vicissitudes of my 
lif$, and I have particularly applied Boethius 
as an antidote- for the evils of existence. And 
, here near me is Jacobus Tournebroche, my 
disciple, who knows the sentences of Publius 
Syrus by heart.” 

: The stranger turned his yellow* eyes on 
the priest, eyes strangely marked over a 
-nose like the beak of an eagle, and excused 
..■■himself with more courtesy than liis fierce 
, ;tnien led one to expect, for not having at once 
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recognised a person of merit, and further he 
said : 

“ It is very likely that this Salamander has . 
come for you or your pupil. I have seen it 
very distinctly in passing along the street 
before this cookshop. She would , appear 
better if the lire were fiercer, for this reason 
it is necessary to stir the fire vigorously when • 
>ou believe a Salamander to be in it." 

At the first movement the stranger made to 
rummage again in the tire, Friar Ange anxiously 
covered the soup-turecu with a flap of his 
frock and shut his eyes. 

"Sir,” said the Salamander-man, "allow' 
your young pupil to approach Ihc lirep^ce 
to say if lie does not see something resembling 
a woman hovering over the flames.” 

At this very moment the smoke rising under 
the slab of the chimney bent itself with a . 
peculiar gracefulness, and formed rotundities 
quite likely to be taken for well-arched loins 
by a rather strangely strained imagination.. 
Therefore I did .-not tell an absolute lie by say- 
ing that, maybe, I saw something. 

Nq sooner had I given this reply than the ■ 
stranger, raising his huge arm, gave me a' ( 
straight hander on the shoulder so powerful 
that I thought my collar-bone w r as broken./ 
But at once he said to me, with a very sweety 
voice and a benevolent look : ' 

" My child, 1 have been obliged to give you.£ 
so strongman impression that you may ncyer^ 
forget that you have seen a Salamandej^ 
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which is a sign that your destiny is to become 
a learned man, perhaps a magician. Your 
face also made me surmise favourably of your 
intelligence.” 

“ Sir,” said m3' mother, “ he learns any- 
thing he wants to know and he’ll be a priest 
if it pleases our Lord.” 

M. J drome Coignard added that I had 
profited in a certain way by his lessons, and 
my father asked the stranger if kin lordship 
would not be disposed to eat a morsel. 

“ I am not in want of any' thing,” said the 
stranger, “ and it’s easy for me to go without 
any food for a year or longer because of a 
certain elixir the composition of which is 
known only to the philosophical. This 
faculty is not confined to myself alone, it is 
the common propcrt> T of all wise men, and it is 
known that the illustrious Cardan went with- 
out food during several years without being 
incommoded by it. On the contrary his mind 
became singularly vivacious. But still I'll* 1 
eat what it pleases you to offer me, simply 
to' please you.” 

And he took a scat at our little table without 
%ny ceremony. At once Friar Ange also 
^noiselessly pushed his stool between mine and 
that of my teacher and sal on it to receive his 
? portion of the partridge pic iny mother was 
'dishing up. 

*: The philosopher having thrown his cape 
; :#yer the back of his scat, we could see that he 
■ WOre diamond buttons on his coat. He rc- 
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mained thoughtful. The shadow of his nose'; 
fell on his mouth and his hollow cheeks went 
deep into his jaws. His gloomy humour took 
. possession of the whole company. No Other . 
noise .was audible but the one made by . the' 
lit tie friar munching his pie. 

Suddenly the philosopher said : )'■' 

“ The more I think it over, the more I am ! 
convinced that yonder Salamander came for ; 
this lad." And he pointed his knife at me. 

“Sir,” I replied, “if the Salamanders are 
really as you say, this one honours me very 
much, and l am truly obliged to her. But, to 
say the truth, T have-rathor guessed than seen] 
her, and this first encounter has only awakened'' 
my curiosity without giving me full satis- 
faction.” 

Unable to speak at his ease, my good, 
teacher was suffocating Suddenly, breaking 
out very loud, he said to the philosopher : 

“ Sir, I am fifty-one years old, a master of 
arts and a doctor of divinity. I have read all . 
the Greek and Latin authors, who have not . 
^ been annihilated either by time’s injury or by : : 
•man’s malice, and I have never seen a Sala-. 
^mander, wherefrom l conclude that no suclj ■ 
thing exists.” . 

“Excuse me,” said Friar Ange, half* 
suffocated by pai tridge pie and ' half by$ 
dismay : “ excuse me ! Unhappily ;som6^ 

Salamanders do exist and a learned Jesuit^ 
father, whose name 1 have forgotten, 
discoursed on their apparition. I myself hkye : j- 
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seen, at a place called St Claude, at a cottager's, 
a Salamander in a fireplace close to a kettle. 
She had a cat’s head , a toad’s body and the tail 
of a fish. I threw a handful of holy water on 

■ J the beast, and it at once disappeared in the air, 

wfth a frightful noise like sudden frying and 1 
-:.was enveloped in acrid f nines, which very nearly 
^Hjurnt my eyes out. And what 1 say is so true 
‘^ftthat for at least a whole week my board smelt 
of burning, which proves better than any- 
thing else the maliciousness of the bead ” 

“ You want to make game of us, little fi iar,” 
said the abbe. “ Your toad with a cat’s head 
is no more real than the Nymph of that 
gentleman, and it is quite a disgusting in- 
vention ” 

The philosopher began to laugh, and said 
.Friar Angc had not seen the wise man’s 
Salamander. When the Nymphs of the lire 
.meet with a Capuchin they turn their back on 
him. 

“ Oh ! Oh ! ” said my father, bursting out 
laughing, “ the back of a Nymph is still too 
good for a Capuchin.” 

And being in a good humour, he sent a 
{nighty slice of the pie to the little friar. 

My mother placed tire roast in the middle 
.ftof the table, ami took advantage of it to ask 
the Salamanders are good Christians, of 
%s'$hich she had her doubts, as she had never 
dhtard that the inhabitants of .lire, praised the 

5* 77." Madam,” replied my teacher, “several 
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theologians of the Society of Jesus have.' 
recognised the existence of a people of incubus . 
and succubus who are not properly demons^; 
because they do not let themselves be routed' , 
by an aspersion of holy water and who do not r' 
belong to the Church Triumphant ^ glorified-- 
spirits would never have attempted, as hgis:. 
been the case at I’erouse, to seduce the wife of.' 
a baker. But if you wisli for my opinion,., 
they are rather the dirty imaginations of .a . 
sneak than rbe views of a doctor. 

“ You must hate and bewail that spns of* 
the Church, born in light, could conceive of the 
world and of God a less sublime idea than that . 
formed by a Plato or a Cicero in the night of 
ignorance and of paganism. God is less, 
absent, I daresay, from the Dream of Scipio 
than from those black tractates of demonology ■ 
the authors of which call themselves Christians’ 
and Catholics.” 

" Sir Abbe, take care,” said the philosopher. . 
” Your Cicero spoke with efiluence and' 
facility, but he was but a commonplace in- r 
tellect, and not very learned in holy sciences.. 
Have you ever heard of Hermes Trismegistus" 
and of the Emerald Table ? ” . V.- 

“ Sir," replied tije priest, “ I found a very;; 
old MS. of the Emerald Table in the librarj$ 
of the Bishop of Sfez, and 1 should hatyip 
marvelled over it one day or another, but fof$ 
the chamber-maid of the bailiff’s lady whd| 
went to Paris to make her fortune and who-; 
made me ride in the coach with her. Th#&~ 
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was. no witchcraft used, Sir Philosopher, and 
-i.oniy succumbed to natural charms : 

: s ■ 1 *Non facit hnc verbis ; fane lencrisque laccrlis 
Devovet ct flu\is nostra jmclla rumis.* '* 

;,< That’s a new proof,” said the philosopher, 
women* are great enemies of science, and the 
; wise man ought to keep himself aloof from 
them.” 

a. " In legitimate marriage also ? ” inquired . 
my father. 

' " Especially in legitimate marriage,” replied 
the philosopher. 

" Alas ! ” my father continued to question, 

“ wli£t remains to your poor wise men when 
they feel disposed for a little fun ? ” 

The philosopher replied : 

" There remains for them the Salamanders.” 
At thesewords Friar Ange raised a frightened, 
nose over his plate and murmured : 

“ Don’t speak like that, my good sir ; in the 
name of . all the saints of my order, do not 
speak like that ! And do not forget that the 
. Salamander is naught but the devil, who 
y assumes, as everyone knows, the mast 
« divergent forms, pleasant now and then when 
£he succeeds in disguising his natural ugliness, 
.{fhideous sontetimes when he shows his true 
^Constitution.” 

‘‘Take care on your part, Friar Ange,” 
Replied the philosopher, “and as you’re afraid 
the devil, don’t offend him too much and do 
^jgpt. excite him against you by inconsiderate 
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tittle-tattle. You know that this old;'AH-' 
versary, this powerful Contradictor, has kept,, 
in the spiritual world, such a power, that God\ 
Almighty Himself reckons with him. I’ll say.!: 
more, God, who was in fear of him, made -hixact-'* 
T-lis business man. lie on your guard, little/.- 
friar, the two understand one another.” 

In listening to this speech, the poor Capuchin;, 
thought he lieard and saw the devil himself, > 
whom the stranger resembled, pretty near, by : 
his iiery eyes his hooked nose, his black com* ‘ 
plexion and his long and thin body. His' 
soul, already astonished, became engulfed in a 
kind of holy terror, feeling on him the claws 
of the .Malignant, he began to tremble in all his 
limbs, hastily put in his wide pockets all the 
decent eatables he could get hold of, rose 
gently and reached the door by backward 
steps, muttering exorcisms all the wliile. 

The philosopher did not take any notice of. 
this. He took from his pocket a little book 
covered with horny parchment, which- he 
opened and presented to my dear teacher and" 
myself. It contained an old Greek text, full*. 
of abbreviations and ligatures which at first 
gave me the effect of an illegible scrawl. But, 
M. Coignard. having put on his barnacles' and^ 
placed the book at the. necessary distance^ 
began to read the characters easily; thefe 
looked more like balls of thread that had beea^ 
unrolled by a kitten than the simple and quiets 
letters of my St John Chrysostom, out. of!! 
which I studied the language of Plato and tJiyE^ 
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New Testament . Having come to the end of 
his reading he said : 

ft Sir, this passage is to be translated as : 
Those of the Egyptians who are well informed 
study first the writings called epistolographia, 
'then the hieratic, of which the h ierogram matists • 
make^use m , and finally the hieroglyphics.” 

■ ■ And then taking off his barnacles and 
shaking them triumphantly lie continued: 

“ Ah ! Ah ! Master Philosopher, I am not 
.‘ to be taken as a greenhorn. This is an extract • 
of the fifth book of the Stronn-lu, lire author 
. of which, Clement of Alexandria, is not men- 
- tioned ill the niartyrology , for diffoi ent reasons, 
which His Holiness Benedict XI. has indicated, 

. the principal of which is, that this Father 
was olten erroneous in matters of faith. It 
may be supposed that this exclusion Was not 
sensibly felt by him, if one takes into con- 
sideration what philosophical estrangement 
:had during his lifetime inspired this martyr. 
He gave preference to exile and took care to 
save .his persecutors a crime, because he was 
, a very honest man. His style of writing was 
not elegapt ; his genius was lively, liis morals 
were pure, even austere. He had a very pro- 
,‘nounced liking for allegories and for lettuces.” 
tr The philosopher extended his arm, which 
^seemed to me to be remarkably elongated as 

reached right over the whole of the table, 
3j$to take back the little book, from the hands 
v--?pf my learned tutor. 

ii? ■ It is sufficient,” he said, pushing the 
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Stromata back into his pocket. " I see, 
reverend sir, that you understand Greek. You., 
have well translated this passage, at least in A* 
vulgar and literal sense. I intend to make>; 
your and your pupil's fortune ; I’ll employ;]; 
both of you to translate at my house the Greek.' 
texts I have received from Egypt.” ' ‘ '}■ 

And turning towards my father, hCfi 
continued : 

" I think, Master Cook, you will consent to 
let me have vour son to make him a learned 


man and a guet one. Should it be too much 
for your fatherly love to give him entirely to : 
me, 1 would pay out of my own pocket for a . 
scullion as his substitute in your cooksliop.” 

" As your lordship understands it like that,” 
replied my father, “ I shall not prevent you 
doing good to niv son.” 

" Always under the condition,” said my 
mother, “ that it is not to be at the expense 
of his soul. You'll have to affirm on your 
oath to me that you are a good Christian.” • 

“ Barbe,” said my father, " you are a holy 
and worthy woman, but you oblige me to make 
my excuses to this gentleman for your want c£ 
politeness, which is caused less, to say the 
truth, by your natural disposition, which is a'- 


good one, than by your neglected education.”; 

" Let the good woman have ,her say,”; 
remarked the philosopher, "and let her bt£ 
.reassured ; I am a very religious man.” 

“ That’s right ! ” exclaimed my mother^ 
" One has to worship the holy name of God.”7 ; 

■ -aai 
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“I worship all His names, my good lady. 
He has more than one. He is called Adonai, 
Tetragrammaton , J oliovah , Otheres, Athanatos 
end Schyros. And there are many more 
'names.” 

” I did not know,” said my mother. ” Blit 
what you say, sir, does not surprise me ; I have 
remarked that people of condition have always 
more names than the lower people. I am’ a 
native of Auncau, near the town of Chartres, . 
and I was but a child when the lord of our 
village left this world for another. 1 re- 
member very well when the herald proclaimed 
the demise of the late lord, he gave him nearly 
as njany names as you find in the All Saints 
litanv. I willingly believe that (iod has 
more names than tiie Lord of Auncau had, as 
,His condition is a much higher one. beamed 
people are veiy happy to know them all. 
And if you will advance my son Jacques in this 
knowledge 1 shall, my dear sir, be very much 
obliged to you.” 

“ Well, the matter is understood,” said the 
philosopher, “ and you, reverend sir, I trust it 
ryiU please you to translate from the Greek, 
Jfor salary, let it be understood.” 

My good tutor, who was collecting all this 
&while the few thoughts in his brain which were 
£hot already desperately mixed up with the 
|$umes of wine, refilled his goblet, rose and 

{jprf; 

f ?.-£ 1> Sir Philosopher, I heartily accept your 
generous offer. You are one of the splendid 
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mortals; it is an honour, sir, for me to" he', 
yours. If there are two kinds of furniture I";, 
hold in high esteem, they are the bed and the$ 
table. The table, filled up by turns with.:* 
erudite books and succulent dishes, serves as;* 
support to the nourishment botli of body and -j 
spirit ; the bed propitious for sweet repose as'^ 
well as for cruel love. He certainly was a', 
divine fellow who gave to the sons of I)eucalion r - t 
bed and table. If I lind with you, sir, those..' 
two precious pieces of furniture, I’ll follow- 
your name, as that of my benefactor, with , 
immortal praise, and I’ll celebrate you in Greek 
and Latin verses of all sorts of metres.” 

So he said, and drank deeply . 

“That’s well,” replied the philosopher. 

“ I’ll expect both of you to-morrow morning at 
my house. You will follow the road to St k . 
Germain till you come to th.e Cross of they 
Sablons, from that cross you’ll count one 
hundred paces, going westward, and you’ll 
find a small green door in a garden wall. 
You’ll use the knocker which represents sl> 
veiled figure having a linger in her mouth'! 
An old follower will open the door to you ; 
you’ll ask to see M. d’Astcrac.” 

“ My son,” said my good tutor, pulling my*;! 
coat sleeve, “ put all that in your memory^ 
put cross, knocker, and the rest, so that we’l§& 
be able to find, to-morrow, the enchanted door J' 
And you, Sir Maecenas ” 

But the philosopher was gone. No on&5f 
had seen him leaving. 



CHAPTER VI 


-Arrival at the Castle ot M. d'Asleriic and Interview with 
the Cabalisl 

. On tlie following day at an early hour we 
.. walked, my tutor and I. on the St Cermain 
..road. The snow which covcied the earth 
under the russet light of the sky, rendered 
the atmosphere dull and heavy. The road 
was. deserted. We walked in wide furrows 
between the walls of orchards, tottering 
fences and low houses, the windows of which 
looked suspiciously on us. And, after having 
left behind two or three tumbledown huts 
built of clay and straw, we saw in the middle 
of a disconsolate heath the Cross of the 
'Sablons. At iifty paces farther commenced 
a very large park, closed in by a ruined wall, 
wherein was the. little door, and on it the 
• knocker representing a horrible-looking iigure 
'^urith a finger in her mouth. We recognised 
!' it easily as the one the philosopher had de- 
jj&cribed, and used the knocker. 

After some rather considerable time, an old 
Servant opened it and made us a sign to follow 
^hini across the untidy park. Statues of 
^nymphs, who must have seen the boyhood of 
Sthe. late king, secreted under tree ivy their 

ISl^V.59 ■ 
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gloominess and mutilations. At the end’ of ' 
an alley, the sloughs of which were cov&red^ 
with snow, stood a castle of stone and bricky 
as morose as the one of Madrid, which, oddly:, 
covered by a high slate roof, looked like the"' 
castle of the Sleeping Beauty in the wood. . ; > 

Following the silent valet, M. Coignard 
whispered to me : 

“ I confess, my son, that this lodging has 
no smiling appearance. It shows the rugged- 
ness wherein the customs of Frenchmen were 
still immured in the time of King Henry IV.,. 
and it drives the soul to gloom and nearly to 
melancholy by the state of forlornness in 
whicli unhappily it has been ieit. How much 
sweeter it wouid be to climb the enchanted 
hillocks of Tusculum with the hope of hearing 
Cicero discourse of virtue, under the firs and 
pines of his villa so dear to the philosopher. 
And have you not observed, my boy, that all 
along yonder road neither taverns nor hostels 
are to be met with, and that it would be 
necessary to cross the bridge and go up the- 
hill to the Bcrgcros to get a drink of fresh • 
wine ? There is thereabout a hostel of the. 
Red Horse, where, if I remember well, Madame,; 
de St Ernest took me once to dinner in thej 
company of her monkey and her lover. You* 
can’t imagine, Tournebroche, how excellent^ 
the vittles are there. The Red Horse is as \vell> 
known for its morning dinners as for the& 
abundance of horses and carriages which. it| 
has on hire. I convinced myself of it when { j| 
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followed to the stables a certain wench who 
seemed to be rather pretty. But she was not ; 
jit would be a truer saying to call her ugly. 
.But I illuminated her with the colours of my 
longings. Such is the condition of men whea 
left to themselves ; they err wretchedly. 
We hre all abused by empty images ; we go 
in chase of dreams and embrace shadows. 
In God alone is truth and stability.” 

Meanwhile we ascended, behind the old 
servant, the disjointed flight of steps. 

“ Alas ! ” said my tutor, " I begin to regret 
your father's cooksliop, where we ate such 
good morsels while explaining Quintilian.” 

After having sealed the first flight of large 
stone stairs, we wore introduced into a saloon, 
where M. d’Astcrac was occupied with writing 
near a big fire, in the midst of Egyptian coffins 
of human form raised against the walls, their 
lids painted with sacred figures and golden 
faces with long glossy eyes. 

Politely M. d’Asicrac invited 11 s to be 
seated and said : 

“ Gentlemen, 1 expected you. And as you 
have both kindly consented to do me the 
^favpur of staying with me, I beg of you to 
•.consider this house as your own. You’ll 
|'l)e occupied in translating Greek texts I have 
^brought back with me from Egypt. I have 
&no doubt you will do your best to accomplish 
gthis task when you know that it is connected 
£with the work I have undertaken, to discover 
^the' lost science by which man will be re- 
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established in his original power oyer the^ 
elements. I have no intention of raising the/ 
veil of nature and showing you Isis in her';, 
dazzling nudity ; but T will entrust you with/'- 
the object of my studies without fear that* 
you’ll betray the mystery, because I have?/.; 
confidence in your integrity and also in the/- 
power f have to guess and to forestall all that ^ 
may be attempted against me and to dispose * 
for iny vengeance of secret and terrible forces..- 
From the defaults of a fidelity, of which* I , 
do not doubt ; my power, gentlemen, assures '■ 
me of your silence. 

“ Know then that man came out of 
Jehovah’s hands with that perfect knowledge 
he has since lost. He was very powerful and 
very wise when he was created, that’s to be 
seen in the books of i\ loses. Hut it’s necessary 
to . understand them, lie fore all it is clear 
that Jehovah is not Clod, but a grand Demon, 
because he has created this world. The idea 
of a God botli perfect and creative is but a 
reverie of a barbarity worthy of a Welshman , 
or a Saxon. As little ’polished as one’s mind 
may be one cannot admit that a perfect being 
tags anything to his own perfection, be it a o - 
hazelnut. That's common sense ; God has no 
understanding, as he is endless how could he j 
understand ? He does not create, because' he’I 
ignores time and space, which are conditions.^, 
indispensable tc* all constructions. Moses w$s,^ 
too good a philosopher to teach that the worldp^ 
was created by God. He took Jehovah. foc^ 
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• what he really is — for a powerful Demon, or if 
he is to be called anything, for the Demiurgos. 

"It follows that Jehovah, creating man, 
.gave him knowledge of the visible and the 
invisible world. The fall of Adam and Eve. 
/flvhich I’ll explain to you another day, had 
riot fully destroyed that knowledge of the 
.first man and the first woman, who passed 
their teachings on to their children. Those 
; teachings, on which the domination of nature 
■relies, have been consigned to the hook of 
Enoch. The Egyptian priests have kept the 
tradition which they fixed with mysterious 
signs on the walls of the temples and the 
coffins of the dead. Moses, brought up in the 
sanctuary of Memphis, was one of the initiated. 
His books, numbering five, perhaps six. con- 
tain like very precious archives the treasures 
of divine knowledge. You’ll discover there 
the most beautiful secrets il‘ you have cleared 
them of the interpolations which dishonour 
them ; one scorns the literal .and coarse 
sense, to attach oneself to the most subtle. 

. I have penetrated to the largest part, as it will 
. appear to you also later on. Meanwhile, the 
'• Jcuth, kept like virgins in the temples of Egypt, 
'passed to the wizards of Alexandria, who cn- 
,'tiched them still more and crowned them with 
£rill the pure gold bequeathed to Greece by 
^Pythagoras and his disciples, with whom the 
popces of the air conversed familiarly. Where- 
fore, gentlemen, it is convenient to explore 
Jtjje books of the Hebrews, the hieroglyphics 



"64 . >r : v THE QUEEN’ " PEDAUQtXE 

■ , & r--v\ 

of the Egyptians and those treatises of the** 
Greeks which arc called Gnostic precisely; 
because the}’ possessed knowledge. I reserved 
for myself, as is quite equitable, the most-? 
arduous part of this extensive work. I apply?* 
myself to decipher those hieroglyphics whid&jj; 
the Egyptians used to inscribe in the* temples'-; 
of their gods and on the graves of their priests. . 
Having brought over from Egypt a great - 
number of those, inscriptions, f fathom their, 
sense by memis of a key f was able to discover, 
with Clement of Alexandria. 

“ The Kabbi Mosai'de, who lives in retire- 
ment with mo, works on the re-establishment 
of the true sense of the Peutae neh. He is an 
old man very well versed m magic., who has 
lived seventeen years shut up in the. crypt ol 
the Groat Pyramid, when- he read the books 
of Toth, ('oncoming yourselves, gentlemen, J 
intend to employ your knowledge, in reading 
the Alexandrian MSS. which I have collected 
myself in great munbcis. 'iliere you’ll find, 
no doubt, some marvellous secrets, and I do 
not doubt that with the help of these three . 
sources of light- the Egyptian, the Hebrew 
and the Gicek- I'll soon acquire, the means .1 
still want, to command absolutely nature, . 
■visible as well as invisible. Believe me i : ‘; 
shall know how to reward your services by?', 
making you in some way participators of my?? 
power. ■ ^ 

“ I do not speak to you of a more vulgar^ 
means to recognise then i . At the point I hay§£ 
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/reached in my philosophical labours, money 
;is for me but a trifle.” 

^ ' Arrived at this part of M. d’Asterac’s dis- 
course my good tutor interrupted by saying : 
■jg- “Sir, I’ll not conceal from you that this 
( ; yery money, which seems to be a triile to you, 
i'-.is for - myself a smarting anxiety, because I 

• have experienced that it is not ea>y tf> earn 

• some and remain an honest man or even other- 
: wise. Therefore I should be thar.kfui for the 

assurance you would kindly vivo c-n that 
subject.” 

M. d’Asterac, with a movement which 
seemed to remove an invisible object, gave 
M. Jyriime foiynm d the wished- lor assurance ; 
for mwi Kj curious a* l was ol" all 1 saw, I did 
not wish for anything belter than to enter into 
a new life. 

At iiis master’s call, the old servant who had 


opened the door to us appeared in the study. 

“Gentlemen," said our bust, “ I give you 
your liberty till dinner at noon. Meanwhile 
I should be very much obliged If) you for 
ascending to the rooms 1 have had prepared 
for you, and let mo know that there is nothing 
‘.wanting for your comfort. ( 'riton will conduct 
^you.’* 


yy .Having assured himself that we were follow- 
^Ixig him, silent ('riton went out and began to 
ijiscend the stairs. He went up to tlic roof 
^bribers, then, having taken some slops down 
a ilon g passage, he indicated to us two very 
clean rooms where lues sparkled. I could 
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never have believed that a castle as shattered 
on the outside, the front of which showed/# 
nothing but cracked walls and dark windows^ 
was as habitable in some of its inner parts. 
My first care was to know where 1 was. Qur^ 
rooms looked on the fields, the view from them-!;' 
embraced the marshy slopes of the Seine,:! 
extending up to the Calvary of Mont Valfriaa. j: 
Eyeing our furniture, I could see, laid out on!’: 
my bed, a grey coat, breeches to match and a 
sword. On the carpet were buckle shoes ‘ 
neatly coupled, the heels joined and the points 
separated just as if they had of themselves 
the sentiment of a line deportment. 

I^aiigiued favourably of the liberality of 
our^ master. To do him honour, I dressed 
very carefully and spread abundantly on my 
hair the powder a box full of which I found on 
a small table. And very welcome were the 
laced shirt and white stockings I discovered in 
one of the drawers of the chest. 

Having put on shirt, stockings, breeches, 
vest and coat, I walked up and down my 
room with hat under the arm, hand on the 
guard of my swoid, thinking all the time- 
on the looking-glass, and regretting that!' 
Catherine, the lacemaker, could not see me;! 
in such finery. .!£(: 

In this way I was occupied for a little while,^ 
when M. J drome Coignard came into my roonyi? 
with a new neckband and very respectably 
clerical garb. : 

“ Tournebroche,” he exclaimed, “ is it ycnij| 
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Itnjf boy ? Never forget that you owe these 
ine clothes to the knowledge I have given you. 
They fit a humanist like yourself, as who says 
^humanities says also elegance. But look on 
'/hie and say if I have a good mien. In this 
fidress I consider myself to be a very honest 
'man. ! This M. d’Astcrac seems to be tolerably 


Vmagnificent. It’s a pity lie’s mad. Wise he 


■!is in one way, as he calls his valet Criton, 


which means judge. And it’s very true that 
-.'our valets are the witnesses of all our actions. 


When Lord Yerukun, Chancellor of England, 
whose philosophy I esteem but little, entered 
the great hall to be tried, his lackeys, who were 
clad \yith an opulence bv which the copiousness 
of the Chancellor’s household could be judged, 
rose to render him due honour. Lord Vcrulain 


said to them : ‘ Sit down, your rising is my 
falling.’ As a fact, those knaves, by their 
extravagance, had pushed him to ruin and 
compelled him to do tilings for which he was 
indicted as a peculator. Tournebroche, my 
boy, always remember this misfortune of Lord 
Verulam, Chancellor of England and author 
of the ‘ Novum Organum.’ But to return to 
.stJiat Sire d’Asterac, in whose service we are ; 
'MiEyis a great pity that he is a sorcerer and 
frojftefl to cursed science. You know, my boy, 
^I^pride myself on my delicacy in matters of 
JpjjsLtli. I find it hard to serve a cabalist who 
|$j£rhs out Holy Scriptures upside down under 
f^jpjvpretext to understand them better that 
However, if he is, as his name and- 
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speech indicate, a Gascon nobleman, wfe have? 
nothing to be afraid of. A Gascon may make- 
a contract with the devil and you may 'b.0? 
sure that the devil will be done.”' ‘ 

The dinner bell interrupted our conversation^ 
But while descending the stairs, my kind* 
tutor said : *’•*• 


“ Tournebroche, my boy, remember, duririgy 
the whole meal, to follow all my movements,? 
to enable you to imitate them. Having 1 ; 
dined at the’ third table of the Bishop of Seez/' 
f know how to do it. It’s a difficult art. . 
It’s harder to dine than to speak like a’ 
gentleman." 



fHAPTKK VII 


Dinner and Thoughts on 1'ood 

;Wk. found in the dining-room a table laid for 
■ three, where M. d’Astcrac made us take our 
. places. 

- Criton, who acted as butler, served us 
with jellies, and thick soup strained a ilo/en 
times. Hut we could not see any joints. As 
well as wo could, my kind tutor and myself 
tried to hide our surpiiso. M. d'Asterac. 
guessed it and said : 

. “ Gentlemen, this is only an attempt, and 
may seem to you an unfortunate one. I shall 
not persist in it. I’ll have some more cus- 
‘ tomary dishes served for you and I shall not 
disdain to partake of them. If the dishes I 
. offer you to-day are hacUy prepared, it is less 
itiraififault of my cook than that of chemistry, 
iwmh is still in its infancy. Hut they* will at 
'•alii Svents give you an idea of what will be in 
r,tlie future. At present men eat without pliilo- 
Sjjpphy. They do not nourish themselves like 
Reasonable beings. They do not think of 
|sueh. But of what are they thinking ? Most 
’^>1 them live in stupidity and actually those 
! : wiho are capable of reflection occupy their 
£|pgds with silly things like controversies and 
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poetry. Consider mankind, gentlemen, ‘kt’; 
their meals since the far-away times whej^| 
they ceased their intercourse with Sylphl^* 
and Salamanders. Abandoned by the geriii£|< 
of the air they grew heavy and dull in ignorance^ 
and barbaiity. Without jxilicy and .without^ 
art they lived, mule anil miserable, in caverns,*.:-; 
on the border of torrents or in the trees of theS^ 
forest. The chase was their only industry:^ 
After having surprised or captured by quick-.;^ 
ness a timid animal, they devoured that prey-r-; 
still palpitating. 

“ They also fed on the (lesh of their com-. ■ 
panions and infirm relatives ; the first. ' 
sepulchres of human beings were living graves, 
famished and insensible intestines. After long 
fierce centuries a ilivinc man made his . 
appearance : the Greeks call him Prometheus.-. •" 
It cannot be doubted that this sage had inter- -., 
course in the homes of the Nymphs with the ' 
Salamander folks. lie learnt of them and ' 


showed to the unhappy mortals the art of.- 
producing and conserving lire. Of all theV 
innumerable advantages that men have drawn# 


from this celestial present, one of the happiest^ 
was the possibility of cooking food, and hy-;4 
this treatment, to render it lighter and mor$$ 
subtle. And it’s in a large part due to thS^ : . 
effect of a nourishment submitted to 
action of the flame that slowly and by degre^^ 
mankind became intelligent, industnotugif 
meditative and apt to cultivate the arts anate 
sciences. But that was only a first step^a ^^' ; 



THOUGHTS ON FOOD : 71’ 

.it is grievous to think that so many millions 
,o£ years had to pass before a second step was 
itfiade. From the time when our ancestors 
toasted beasts’ quarters on Jires of brambles 
,in the shelter of a rock, we have not made any 
■true progress in cooking, for sure, gentlemen, 
you ’cannot put a higher value on the inven- 
tions of Lucullus and that gross pic to which 
•Vitellius gave the name of Shield of Minerva 
than on our roasts, patties, stews, our stuffed 
cheats and all the fricassees which still suffer 


from the ancient barbarity. 

“ At Fontainebleau, the king’s table, where 
a whole stag is dished up in his skin and his 
antlers, presents to the eye of the philosopher 
a spectacle as rude as that of the troglodytes, 
cowering round the smoking cinders, gnawing 
horse bones. The brilliant paintings of the 
hall, the guards, the. richly clad officers, the 
musicians playing the melodies of Lambert 
and Lulli in the gallery, the golden goblets, 
the silver plate, the silken tablecloth, the 
Venetian glass, the chased epergnes full of rare 
.flowers, the heavy candlesticks — they cannot 
^change, cannot lend a dissimulating charm 
Vtq’ the true nature of this unclean charnel- 
-house, where men and women assemble over 
^animal bodies, broken bones and torn meats 
^$0 gloat greedily over them. Oh, what un- 
i^philosophical nourishment ! We swallow with 
IStupid gluttony muscle, fat and intestines of 
|1beasts without discerning in those substances 
|j|uch parts as are truly adapted to our nourish- 
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ment and those much more abundant tfhi&ra. 
we ought to reject ; and we fill our stomach^ 
indiscriminately with good and bad, useful and-$ 
injurious. That’s the very point, where a : ,. 
separation is to be majic, and, if the wholes 
medical faculty could boast of a chemist and- 
philosopher, we should no more be compelled'.- 
to partake of such disgusting feasts. 

“ They would prepare for us, gentlemen,-, 
distilled meats, containing nothing but what* 
is in sympathy and affinity with our body. ' 
Nothing would be used but the quintessence.- 
of oxen and pigs, the elixir of partridges and 
capons, and all that is swallowed could be 
digested. T do not gi ve up all h< ipe, gentlemen, 
of obtaining such results bv thinking some- 
what deeper over chemistry and medicine 
than I have had leisure to do up till now.” 1 

At these words of our host, M. Jerome 
Coignard, raising his eyes over the thin black 
brotb in his plate, looked uneasily at M. 
d’Asterac, who continued to say : 

“ But that would still bo quite. insufficient - 
progress. No honest man can eat animal' 
flesh without disgust, and people camiot call'' 
•themselves refined as long as they keep 
slaughter-houses and butchers’ shops in their,' 
towns. But the. day will come when we shall;, 
know exactly the nourishing elements coa^ 
tained in animal carcasses, and it wall become^ 
possible to extract those very same element^ 
from bodies without life, and which wilti 
fuinish an abundance of them. Those bodie§3 
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yyithout life contain as a fact, all that is to be 
i/fptjhd in living beings, because the animal 
’.jifcs been built up by the vegetable, which has 
J. itself ( drawn the substance out of the inert 
Aground. 

l\. “ Then people will feed on extracts of 
;;metal and mineral conveniently treated by 
■ physicians. T have no doubt but that the 
/taste of them will be exquisite and the absorp- 
tion salutary. Cookery will be done in retorts . 

. and stills and alchemists will be our cooks. 


- Are you not impatient, gentlemen, to see such 
marvels ? I promi>o them to you at a very 
near time, but you are not able at present 
to unravel the excellent (‘fleets they will 
produce.” 

" In truth, sir, I do not unravel them,” 
said my kind tutor, and had a long draught 
of wine. 


“ If such is the case,” said M. d’Astorac, 
“listen to me for a moment. No more 


•• burdened with slow digestions, mankind will 
“.become marvellously active, their sight will 
become singularly piercing, and they will see 
fAhe ships gliding oti the seas of the moon. 
3?Tlieir understanding will be clearer, their ways 
I'spfter. They will greatly advance in their 
^knowledge of God and nature. 

“ But it also seems necessary to look 
^forward on all the changes which cannot fail 
ifto occur. Even the structure of the human- 
|&ody will be modified. It is an uncontra- 
imctable fact that without exercise all organs 
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flatten and end by disappearing altogether 
It has been observed that fishes deprived, of*- 
light become blind. I myself have seem injf 
Valais that shepherds who fed on curdled^ 
milk lost their teeth very early; some of thert^ 
never hail .any at all. When«mcn feed on thd.% 
balms 1 have spoken of. their intestines will be-i-, 
shortened by ells and the volume of tha$ 
stomach will shrink considerably.” % 

“ l ; or once, sir,” said my tutor, “ you go too J 
quickly and risk making a mess of it. I never % 
considered it to be disagreeable when women * 
get a little corporation, especially if all the’? 
remainder of her body is well proportioned. 
It’s a kind of beauty I’m rather partial to. 
Do not transform it inconsiderately.” 

“No matter, we’ll leave woman’s body, 
and flanks formed after the canons of the ? 


Greek sculptors. That will be to give you . 
pleasure, reverend sir, and also in due con- ,, 
sideration of the labours of maternity. It is' 
true, I intend in that case, also, to make ' 
several changes of which I’ll speak to you on a\* 
future day. I:»ut to return to our subject.'-* 
I have to acknowledge that all I have till now V 
predicted is nothing but a preparatory measure.^ 
for the real nourishment, which is that of tlie^ 
Sylphs and al! aerial spirits. They drinfi|| 
light, which is sufficient to give to their bodied- 
marvellous strength and subtility. It is theaf|! 
only potion, one day it will be ours als»oii||: 
Nothing more is to be done than to rendetp 
the rays of the sun drinkable. I confess tha&S 
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; ; I .do not see with sufficient . clearness the' 
..’means to arrive at it, and I do foresee many 
^encumbrances and great obstacles on the road. 
TBut whensoever some sage shall be able to do 
[•/it:, mankind will be the equal of Sylphs and 
* Salamanders in intelligence and beauty.” 

' My good tutor listened to these words, 
'folded in himself, his head sadly lowered. 

' He seemed to contemplate the changes to 
himself from the kind of food imagined by our. 
host. 

“ Sir,” he said after a while, “ did you not 
: speak at yonder cooksliop of an elixir which 
dispenses with all kinds of fooil ? ” 

“.True, I did,” replied M. d’Astcrac, “ but 
that liquor is only good for philosophers, and 
by that you may understand how restricted 
is the use of it. It will be better not to 
mention it.” 

One doubt tormented me. I asked leave 
of our host to submit it to him, certain that 
; he would enlighten me. at once. He allowed 
. me to speak and I said : 

. ■ “ Sir, those Salamanders, who you say are 
|4o beautiful, and of whom, after your relation,- 
yjf, have conceived a charming idea, have they 
^unhappily spoiled their teeth by light drink- 
|dng, as the shepherds at Valais lost theirs by 
^feeding only on milk diet ? I confess I am 
^rather uneasy about it.” 

j&;*“My son,” replied M. d’Asterac, “your 
furiosity pleases me and 1 will satisfy it. The 
ffijpM amanders have no teeth that we should. 
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call such. But their gums are furnished Wi^h;; 
two ranges of pearls, very white and vetytf 
brilliant, lending to their smiles an incon- 5 ; 
ceivable gracefulness. You should know that : ; 
these pearls arc light hardened.” ' ' -j 

I said to .M. d’Asterac that I was glad it was; 
so and he continued : 

M<. n’s teeth are a sign of ferocity. Once., 
people are properly fed, their teeth will give . 
way to sonic ornament similar to the pearls-' 
of the Salamander. Then it will become in- 
comprehensible that a lover could, without 
horror and disgust, contemplate dogs’ teeth in : 
the moilth of his beloved.” 



CHAPTER VIII 


The Library and its Contents 

After dinner our host conducted us to a vast 
gallery adjoining his study ; it was the library. . 
There were to be seen ranged on oaken shelves 
an innumerable army, or rather a grand 
assembly, of books in duodecimo, in octavo, 
in quarto, in folio, clad in calf, sheep, morocco 
’leather, in parchment and in pigsldn . The 
light fell through six windows on this silent 
assembly extended from one end of the hall 
•to the other, all along the high walls. Large 
tables, alternated with globes and astronomical 
.apparatus, occupied the middle of the galleiy. 
M. d’Asterac told us to make choice of the 
place most convenient for our work. 

My dear tutor, his head high, with look and 
breath inhaled all these books drivelling with 

£joy- 

p* “ By Apollo ! ” he exclaimed, “ what a 
v'splendid library ! The Bishop of Suez’s, over 
filch in works of canonical law, is not to be- 
^compared to this. Theic is no pleasanter 
jjj'abb'de in my opinion, actually the Klysian 
pFields as described by Virgil. At first sight 
can discover such rare books and precious 
Collections that 1 have my doubts, sir, if any 
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other private library prevails over this,Svhic^ 
is inferior in France only to the Mazarin aiup 
the Royal. I daresay, seeing all these Grebjcl 
and Latin MSS. closely pressed together in thisi; 
single corner, one may, after the Bodleian/- 
the Ambrosian, the Laurentinian and the; 
Vatican also name, sir, the Asteracian. With^ 
out Haltering myself I may say that I smell.; 
trufllcs and books at a long distance and I'; 
consider myself from now, to be the equal of- 
Peiresc, of Crolier and of C'anevarius, who are' 
the princes of bibliophiles.” 

“ 1 consider myself to be over them,” said 
M. d’ Aster ac quietly, " as this library is a 
great deal more precious tha:> all those. you 
have named. The King’s Library is but an old 
bookshop in comparison with mine — that is,; 
if you do not consider the number of books 
only and the quantify of blackened paper. 
Gabriel Naudc and your Abbe Bignon, both 
librarians of fame, are, compared to me, 
indolent shepherds of a vile herd of sheep-: 
like books. I concede that the Benedictines 
are diligent, but they have no high spirit and 
their libraries reveal the mediocrity of the.; 
souls by whom they have been collected^ 
My gallery, sir, is not on the pattern of others’^ 
The works I have got together form a whole? 
which doubtless will procure me knowledge^ 
My library is gnostic, oecumenic and spiritual^ 
If all the lines traced on those numberless?? 
sheets of paper and parchment could entbt£ 
in good order into your brain, you, sir, woul^ 
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know dll, could do all, would be the master of 
^Nature, the plasmator of things, you would 
•jnold the whole world between the two fingers 
!&f;.your hand as I now hold these grains of 
J-tdbacco.” 

V. With these words he offered his snuff-box 
i'toimy tutor. 

“ You are very polite.” said M. Jdrume 
•jjCoignard. 

y . Letting his transported looks wander over 
/the learned walls he continued : 

* “ Between thcM* third and fourth windows 


/are shelves bearing an illustiious burden. 
.-There is the meeting place of Oriental MSS., 
who seem to converse together, f see ten or 
twelve venerable ones under shreds of purple 
"■and gold figured silks, their vestments. Like 
.a Byzantine emperor, some of them wear 
i.jewelled clasps on their mantles, others are 
■mailed in ivory plates.” 


“ They are the writings of Jewish, Arabian 
v 'arid Persian cabal ists,” said M. d'Asterac. 

You have just opened ‘ The Powerful Hand.’ 
/Close to it you'll find ‘ The Open Table,’ 
$£the Faithful Shepherd,’ ' The Fragments of 
.Temple ’ and * The Light of Darkness.’ 
^ne place is empty, that, of 4 Slow' Waters/ 
m^precious treatise, which Mosai'de studies at 
P resent. Mosaide, as I have already said to 
j|ybu, gentlemen, is in my house, occupied with 
jpfhe/discovery of the deepest secrets contained 
jgl^tiie. scriptures of the Hebrews, and, over a 
kplatury old as he is, the rabbi consents not 
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to die, before penetrating into the sense of' a 3 $$ 
cabalistic symbols. I owe him much gratitude^ 
and beg of you gentlemen, when you see himji 
to show him the same regard as I do myself:. 

“ But let us pass that over and come to whitf 
is your special concern. I thought of yot£.| 
reverend sir, to transcribe and put into Latiil^ 
some Greek MSS. of inestimable value. T* 
confide in your knowledge and in your zeal,;' 
and have no doubt that your young disciple/' 
cannot but be of great help to you.” 4 

And addressing me specially he said : '?■' 

“ Yes, mv son, 1 lay great hopes on you.*: 
They are based for a large pa< t on the educa-' 
tion you have received. F01 , you have, been 
brought up, so to say, in the Haines, under the'/ 
mantel of thechiinncy haunted by Salamanders. ■ 
That is a very considerable circumstance.” 

Without interrupting his speech, he. took 
up an armful of MSS. and deposited them on,', 
the table. *;i 

“ This,” he said, showing a roll of papyrus,/ 
“conies from Egypt. It is a book of./ 
Zosiinus the Panopolitan, which was thoughts 
to be lost and which I found myself in a coffinj 
of a priest of Scrapis. " s ff 

“And what you see here,” he added, showing^ 
us some straps of glossy and fibrous leayg^ 
on which Greek letters traced with a bruslj& 
were hardly visible, “ are unheard-of revel^| 
tions, due, one to Gophar the Persian, 
other to John, the arch-priest of Saint Evagi^i 
“ I should be very glad if you 
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pccupy; yourselves with these works before 
others. Afterwards we will study together 
ahe MSS. of Synesius, Bishop of Ptolemy, 
Oiympiodorus and Stephanus, which I dis- 
'fcbvered at Ravenna, in a vault where they 
Ihj&ve been locked up since llic reign of that 
ifgnoramus Theodosius who has been sur- 
? ixamed the Great.” 

£ As soon as M. d’Asterac was gone, iny 
ptUtor sat down over the papyrus of Zosimus 
3uid, with the help of a magnifying glass 
commenced to decipher it. I asked him if 
he was not surprised by what he had just 
'.heard. 


^ Without raising his head he replied : 

“ '.I y dear boy, I have known too many 
‘grinds of persons and traversed fortunes too 
■ various to be surprised at anything. This 
-gentleman seems to be demented, less be- 
cause he really is so, but from his thoughts 


^differing in excess from those of the vulgar. 
But- if one listened to discourses commonly 
‘held in this world, tliere would be. found still 
.Jess sense than in those of that philosopher. 
iffAft to itself, the sublimcst human reason 
*'^&Llds its castles and temples in the air and, 
imily, M. d’Asterac is a pretty good gatherer 
l&clouds. Truth is in God alone, never forget 
mfmy boy. But this is really the book 
j||mdreth' written by Zosimus tlie’Panopolitan 
Hg^his sister Thcosebia. What a glory and 
fn^at a delight to lead this unique MS. re- 
|pgG<jyered by a kind of prodigy ! I’ll give 
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it my days and night watches. How. I pity£ 
my boy, the ignorant fellows whom idleness 
drives into debauchery. What a miserabi|g 
life they lead ! What is a woman in /coni^ 
parison with an Alexandrian papyrus ? Conri~jj 
pare, if you please, this noble library with thejl 
tavern of the Little Bacchus and the cntertain-'| 
inent of this precious MS. with the caresses; 
given to a wench under the bower ; and tell'* 
me, my hoy, where true contentment is to be.v 
found, Por me, a companion of the Muses,;: 
and admitted to the silent orgies of medita-' 
tion of which the rhetor of Madama speaks, 
with so much eloquence, I thank God for 
having made me a respectable man.” • . >f 



CHAPTER IX 


.At 'Work on Zosimus llu? l'un<ip<jlil;ni- -f visit my Iknuc 
and hear Gussip about >1. il'Asicrau 

* . 

■'During all the next month or six weeks, M. 
Coignard applied himself, day and night, 
just as he had promised, to tin; leading of 
Zosimus the Pauopolitan. Dining the meals 
we partook of at the table of M. d'Asterac. 
the conversation turned on the opinions of 
the gnostics and on the knowledge of the 
; ancient Egyptians. Being only an ignorant 
•Scholar I was of little use to my good master. 
■I did my best by making such researches as 
he wanted me to make ; I. took no little 
pleasure in it. Truly, we lived happily and 
quietly. At about the seventh week, iVI. 
d’Asterac gave me leave to go and see my 
parents at their cookshop. The shop appeared 
sliangely smaller to me. My mother was 
?fhere alone and sad. She cried aloud on seeing 

S *“ie. fitted out like a prince. 

.-y My Jacques,” she said, “ T am very 

|£| iA&d' she began to cry. We embraced, 
iSgeji . wiping her eyes with a corner of her 
^G&avas apron she said : 
da&LY our father is at the Little Bacchus . 
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Since you left he often goes there ; in y** 
absence the house is less pleasant for ; ,J 
He’ll be glad to see you again. But say, no 
Jacques, arc you satisfied with your.'.iuSg 
position ? 1 regretted letting you go with that 
nobleman ; I even accused myself in corj"f 
fession to the third vicar of giving preferenc 
to your bodily well-being over that of your* 
soul and not having thought of Goa tigl 
establishing you. The third vicar reproved^ 
me kindly over it, and exhorted inc to follow.?’ 
the example of the pious women in the!v 
Scriptures, several of whom he named to me 
but there are names there that I’ll never be..; 
able to remember. He did not explain liis.,-, 
meaning minutely as it was a Saturdays 
evening and the church was full of penitents. 

I reassured my good mother as well as_.lv 
could and told hei that M. d’Asterac made-; 
me work in Greek, which was the language':* 
in which the New Testament was written;'’ 
this pleased her, but .-.lie remained pensive. 

“ You’ll never guess, my dear J acquot/y? 
she said, “who spoke to me of AI. d’Asterac 
It was Cadcttc Saint-Avit, the serving-wo: 
of the Hector o f St Benoit. She comes fr* 
Gascony, and is a native of a village ca 
Laroque-Timhaut, cpiite near Saint EulaJtj 
of which M. d'Asterac is the lord. You fend; 
that Cadette Saint-Avit is elderly, as^tl 
waiting-woman of a rector ongh t to be. fir 
youth she knew, in her country, the thj 
Messieurs d’Asterac, one of whom was cap^ 
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man-of-war and has since been drowned. 
£H(£jVas the youngest. The second was colonel 
>tjf at'. regiment , went to war and was killed. 
|Pie eldest, Hercules d’Asterac, is the sole 
^survivor of the three brothers. It is the same ' 
•i;one in whose service you are for your good, at 
^ least I hope so. lie dressed magnificently 
?:in his youth, was liberal in his manners but 
■vjof • a sombre humour. He kept aloof from 
(tall public business and was not anxious to go 
into the king’s service, as hi.-, two brothers 
'had done and found in it an honourable end. 


.He was accustomed to say that it was no glory 
to carry a sword at one’s side, that he did not 
.'know of a more ignoble thing than the calling 
..of arms, and that a village scavenger was, in 
'This opinion, high over a brigadier or a marshal 
Tof France. Thom were his sayings. I confess 
"it does not seem to me cither bad or malicious, 
: rather daring and whimsical. Hut. .in some 
: way they must be blamablc, as Cadettc Saint- 
■ Avit said that the rector of her parish con- 
sidered them to be contrary to the order 
^established by God in this world and opposed 
J.6. that part of the Bible where God is given a 
ji^pune which means Lord of Hosts, and that 
would, be a great sin. 

& '? This M. Hercules had so little sympathy 
with the court that he refused to travel to 
I^Sailles to be presented to his Majesty 
jtgcprding to his birthright. He said ‘ the 
«ing does not come to me and I do not go 
KtJtlim ’ and anyone of sense, my Jacquot, 
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can understand that such is not a natiif^ 
saying.” '.'I 

My good mother looked inquiringly . &ndj| 
anxiously at me and went on : ^ 

“ What more I have to inform you about/ 
my dear Jacquot, is still less believable^ 
However Cadette Saint- Avit spoke of it as of) 
a cc. lainty. And so I will tell you that 
Hercules d’Asterac, when he lived on his- 
estate, hail no other care but to bottle the- 
rays of the sum Cadet te Saint-Avit does not? 
know how he managed it, but she is sure that’ 
after a time, in the flagons well corked and- 
heated in water baths, tinv little women' 
took form, charming figiucs and dressed like, 
theatre princesses. You laugh, Jacquot, how- 
ever one ought not to joke over such things 
when one can see the consequence. It is- 
a great sin to create in such a way creatures 
who cannot be bapti-ed and who never could 


have a part in the eternal blessings. You- 
cannot suppose, that M. d’Asterac carried 
those grotesque figures to a priest in their; 
bottles to hold them over the christening font. 4 
No godmother could have been found fori 
them.” 

“ But, my dear mamma,” I replied). 
dolls of M. d’Asterac were, not in wahtVj^ 
christening, they had no participation M 
original sin.” 

“ I never thought of that,” said my moth€t!§ 
“And Cadettc Saint-Avit herself did’ not 
mention it, although she was the servant dfg| 
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’■rector.' Unhappily she left Gascony when 
^uite young, came to France and had no 
jfinbre' news of M. d’Asterac, of his bottles 
fond his puppets. I sincerely hope, my dear 
^Jacquot, that he renounced his wicked works, 
i»which could not be accomplished without the 
ihelp of the devil.” 

I asked : 

“Tell me, my dear mother, did Cadette 
j-§ain;t-Avit, the rector’s servant, see the bodies 
; in the bottles with her own eyes 3 ” 

“ No, my dear child ; M. d’Astcrac kept his 
dolls very secret and did not show them to 
■•anybody. Hut she heard of them from a 
churchman ‘of the name of Fulgence, who 
haunted the castle, and swore lie had seen 
those little creatures stop out of their glass 
-prisons and dance a minuet. And she had 
'every reason to believe it. It is possible to 
..doubt of what one sees, but you cannot doubt 
.the word of an honest man. especially when 
he belongs to the Church. There is another 
misfortune with such secret practices, they 
.axe extremely costly and it is hard to imagine, 
! As* Cadette Saint- Avit said, what money M. 
Hercules spent to procure all those bottles of 
[different forms, those furnaces and conjuring 
itifeoks wherewith he filled his castle. Hut after 
5%Jie death of his brothers he became the richest 
^gentleman of his province, and while he 
pissipated his wealth in follies, his 'good lauds 
||&irked for him. Cadette Saint- Avit rates him, 
§^j|h all his expenses, as still a very rich man.” 
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These last words spoken, my father eiitete^J 
the shop. He embraced me tenderly and cpf^s 
fided to me that the house had lost ha]£ its 
pleasantness in consequence of my departures 
and that of M. Jerome Coignard, who waJ 
honest and jovial. He complimented me op| 
my dress and gave me a lesson in deportment** 
assuring me that trade had accustomed him| 
to easy manners by the continuous obligation^ 
lie was under to greet his customers like- 
gentlemen, if as a fact they were only vile rif£-{ 
raff. He gave me, as a precept, to round ofr 
the elbows and to turn my toes outward and. 
counselled me, beyond this, to go and see. 
Leandro at the fair of Saint tier main a.nd to : 
adjust myself exactly on him. 

We dined together with a good appetite, 
and we parted shedding floods of tears, b. 
loved them well, bodi of them, and what' 
principally made me cry was, that after an- 
absence of six weeks only, they had already., 
become somewhat strange to me. And 'T: 
verily believe that their sadness was caused^ 
by the same sentiment. ”'.i 



CHAPTER X 


I see Catherine with Friar Ange ami reflect — The r .iking of 
Nymphs for Satyrs— An Alarm of l ; ire --M. d’Asterac 
in his Laboratory 

When I came out of the cookshnp, the night 
was black. At the corner oi the Rue des 
Ecrivains I hoard a fat and deep voice sing- 
ing : 

“ Si ton lionncur elle cst periluo 
La bell’, c ost lu l 1 as bicn voulu. 

And soon I could see on the other side, whence 
the voice sounded, Friar Align, with wallet 
dangling on his shoulder, holding Catherine 
the lacemaker round the waist, walking in 
the shadow with a wavering and triumphal 
step, spouting the gutter water under his 
sandals in a magnificent spirt of mire which 
seemed to celebrate his drunken glory, as 
the basins of Versailles make their fountains 
j'jplay in honour of the king. I put myself 
|put of the way against the post in the corner 
jpf a house door, so as not to be seen by them,; 
£which was a needless precaution as they were 
|too. much occupied with one another. With 
pier . head lying on the monk’s shoulder, 
gCatherine laughed. A moonray trembled on 
Hff r. moist lips and in her eyes, like the water 
U*9 • 
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sparkles in a fountain ; and I went my wayy 
with my soul irritated and my heart oppressed;: 
thinking on the provoking waist of that, fine ■ 
girl pressed bv the arm of a dirty Capuchin. 

“ Is it possible,” I said to myself, “ that 
such a pretty thing could be in such ugly 
hands ? And if Catherine despises me need 
she ivnder her dcspisal more cruel by the liking 
she has for that naughty Friar Ange ? ” 

This preference appeared singular to me 
and I conceived as much surprise as disgust 
at it. Hut I was riot the. disciple of M. 
J6romc Coignard for nothing. This incom- 
parable teacher had formed my mind to 
meditate. 1 recalled to my-clf the satyrs 
one can see in gardens carrying off nymphs, 
and reflected that if Catherine was made like 
a nymph, those satyrs, at lea^-t ;ls they are 
represented to us, ate as horribl*. as yonder 
Capuchin. And f concluded that I ought not 
to be so very much astonished by what I 
had just seen. My vexation, however, was 
not dissipated by my reason , doubtless because . 
it bad not its source there. These meditations 
got me along through the shadows of the ni^ht; 
and the mud of tin- thaw to the road of Sai 


Germain, where 1. met AJ. Jerome Coignard, 
*who wa< returning home to the Cross of tlii^ 
Sablons after having supped in town. 

“ My boy,” he said, “ I have conversed of§ 
Zosimus and the gnostics at the table ofa] 
very learned ecclesiastic, quite another Pereis$J| 
The wine was coarse and the fare but middle'll 
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- but nectar and ambrosia floated through the 
; discourse.” 

i Then my dear tutor spoke of the Pano- 
> politan with an inconceivable eloquence. 

• Alas ! I listened badly, thinking of that drop 
. of moonlight which had this very night fallen 
on the lips of Catherine the laccmaker. 

At last ho came to a stop and I asked on 
what foundation tin* Greeks had established 
the liking of the nymphs for satvrs. My 
teacher was so widely learned that he was 
always ready to reply to all questions. He 
told me : 

" That liking is based on a natural sym- 
pathy. It is lively but not so ardent as the 
liking of the satyrs for the nymphs, with 
which it corresponds. The poets have 
observed this distinction very well. Concern- 
ing it I’ll narrate, you a singular adventure 
I have read in a MS. belonging to the library 
of the Bishop of See/. It was (I still have it 
before my eyes') a collection in folio, written 
in a good hand of last century. This is 
■ the singular fact reported in it. A Norman 
.’gentleman and his wife took part in a public 
f^ntertainn tent , disguised, ho as a satyr, she as 
pi nymph. By Ovid it is known with what 
g&tFdour the satyrs pursue the nymphs ; that 
^gentleman had read the ‘ Metamorphoses.’ 
&He. entered so well into the spirit of his dis- 
guise that nine months after, his wife presented 
Ipim with a baby whose forehead was horned 
tStiird whose feet were those of a buck. It is not 
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known what became of the. father beyond. thajp 
he had the common end of all creatures, to?- 
wit, that lie died, and that beside that capriped| 
he left another younger child, a Christian one- 1 - 
and of human form. This younger son went? 
to law claiming that liis brother should not': 
got a part in the deceased father’s inheritance 
for the r eason that he. did not belong to the., 
species redeemed by the blood of Jesus Christ. 
The Parliament of Normandy, sitting at 
Rouen, gave c. verdict in his favour, which was 
duly recorded.” 

I asked my teacher if it was possible that a 
disguise could have such an effect on nature 
and if the shape of the clnld could follow 
that of a garment. M. Jerome ("oignard 
advised me not to believe it. 

” Jacques Tournehroche, my son,” he said, 
“remember always that a good mind repels 
all that is contrary to reason, except in matters 
.of faitli, wherein it is convenient to believe 
• implicitly. Thank Clod ! I have never erred 
about the dogmas of our very holy religion,'" 
and I trust to find myself in the. same disposi^ 
tion in the article of death.” J 

Conversing in this manner we arrived at the 
castle. The roof seemed in a red glow in thdj 
dark. Out of one of the chimneys flew flasKras 
like sheets of lire, falling like fiery rain un'dfejR 
the dense smoke wherewith the sky $3$ 
veiled. We both believed the flames tq .pej 
devouring the building. My good tutor 
his hair and moaned : • ' 
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V’^'My Zosimus, my papyrus, my Greek MSS. ! 
||ielp ! Help ! my Zosimus ! ” 

Running up the great lane over puddles of 
t.water reflecting the glare of the (ire, we crossed 
!^the park buried in dark shadows. We heard 
i* the roaring of the lire, which filled the sombre 
■ staircase. Two at a time we ran up the steps, 
estopping now and again to listen whence came 
Vthat appalling noise. 

It appeared to us to come from a corridor 
'•>. on the third floor where we had never been. 


■ In that direction we. fumbled our way, and 
seeing through the slits of a door the red 
brightness, we knocked with all our might on 
the panel. It opened at once. 

. M. d’Asterac, who opened the door, stood 
('quietly before us . llis Long black figure seemed 
-..to be enveloped in flaming air. He asked 
: ; quietly on w hat pressing business we were look- 
' ing for him at so late an hour. There was no 
conflagration but a terrible lire, burning in a 

■ big" furnace with reflectors, which as I have 
i'.since learned arc called athanors. The whole 


;.of the rather large room was full of glass 
pJottles with long necks, twined round glass 
4$iibes 0 f a duck-beak shape, retorts, resembling 
ixhubby cheeks out of which came noses like 
Iwumpets, crucibles, cupels, matrasses, cucur-. 
jpiits and vases of all forms. 

dear old tutor wiping his face shining 
guke live coals said : 

k ‘‘ Oh. sir, we were afraid that the castle 
j P^is . alight like straw . Thank God, the library 
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is not burning. But are you practising theS 
spagyric art, sir ? ” _ \i 

“ I do not want to conceal from you,” saicr 
M. d’A.stcrac, ‘‘that I have made great progress; 
in it, but withal 1 have not found the theorem! 
capable of rendering niy work perfect. At the; 
moment you knocked at the door I was picking- 
up the Spirit of the World, and the Flower of 
Heaven, which are the veritable Fountains of. 
Youth. Have you some understanding of. 
alchemy, Monsieur Coignard ? ” 

The abbe replied that he. had got some 
notions of it from certain books, but that he 
considered the practice of it 1 > be pernicious 
and contrary to religion. M. d Asterac smiled 
and said : 

” You are too knowing a man, M. Coignard, 
not to be acquainted with the Flying Eagle,, 
the Bird of Hermes, the Fowl ol IJcrmogencs, 
the Head of a Raven, the (ireen Lion and the 
Phoenix.” 

” I have been told,” said my good master, 
“ that by these names are distinguished the 
philosopher’s stone in its different states. But 
I have doubts about the possibility of a : 
transmutation of me tals .” 

With the greatest confidence M. d’As 
replied : 

" Nothing is easier, my dear sir, than tor* 
bring your uncertainty to an end.” 

He opened an old rickety chest standing ii^ 
the wall and took out ol ; it a copper coin, beafjjj 
ing the effigy of the late king, and called, o ffij 
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' Attention to a round stain crossing the coin 
ffacom side to side. 

% ' That,” he said, “ is the effect of the stone, 
J-which has transniuted the copper into silver, 
/but that’s only a trille.” 

■■ He went back to the chest and took out of it 
;a sapphire the size of an egg, an opal of 
; marvellous dimensions and a handful of perfect 
fine emeralds. 

“Here are some of my doings,” he said,' 
which are proof enough that the spagyric 
art is not the dream of an empty brain." 

At the bottom of the small wooden bowl 
lay five or six little diamonds, of which M. 
d’Asterac made no mention. My tutor asked 
.him it they also were of his make, and the 
,'alchemist having acknowledged it ; 

“ Sir,” said the abbe, “ 1 should counsel you 
‘ to show the curious, those diamonds prior to 
/the other stones by way of caution. If you 
let them look first at the sapphire, opal and 
...the emeralds, you run the risk of a persecution 
/for sorcery, because evoiyono will say that 
.jjihe devil alone was capable of producing such 
|$iones. Just as the devil alone could lead an 
i&sy life in the midst of these furnaces, where 
|&ne has to breathe ilames. As far as T am 
Concerned, having stayed" a single quarter of 
IpLii hour, I am already half baked.” 

-lotting us out, with a friendly smile M. 
PpAsterac spoke as follows : — 
g|£‘..Well knowing what to think of the devil 
littd the Other, 1 willingly consent to speak of 
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them with persons who believe In them'. A>< tT^ 
devil and the Other are, as it were, character^ 
one may speak of them just as of Achilles adtq| 
Thersitcs. He assured, gentlemen, if the devflfl 
is like what he is said to be, he does not live in;? 
so subtle an element as lire. It is wholly wrongf 
to place so villainous a boast in the sun. But as’ 
I had the honour to say, Master Toumebroche/j 
to the Capuchin so dear to your mother, I; 
reckon that the Christians slander Satan and- 
his demons. That in some unknown world : 


there may exist beings *till worse than man; 
is possible, but hardly conceivable. Certainly, 
if such exist, they inhabit regions deprived of 
light, and if they are burning, it would be in ice, 
which, as a fact, causes the same smarting pain, 
and not in illustrious flames among the fiery, 
daughters of the stars. They suffer because; 
they arc wicked, and wickedness is an evil 
but they can only suffer from chilblain^. 
With regard to your Satan, gentlemen, who- 
is a horror for your theologians, I do .not - 
consider him to be despicable, if I judge him 
by all you say of him , and, should he peradven- 


ture exist, I would think him to be, not a nastv 
beast, but a little Sylph, or at least a Gnome? 
and a metallurgist a trifle mocking but vfen j| 
intelligent.” 

My tutor stopped his ears with his finge^ 
and took to flight so as not to hear anytmfiji 
more. * 

“ What impiety, Tournebroche, my boy|| 
he exclaimed, when we reached the stair$fe|i| 
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^Jwhat blasphemies ! Have you felt all the 
|©djuii} in the maxims of that philosopher? 
pT&'pushes atheism to a joyous frenzy, which 
flakes • me wonder. But this indeed 
frenders him almost innocent, for being 
fapart from all belief, he cannot tear up the 
'..Holy Church like those who remain attached 
-to her by some half-severed, still bleeding limb. 
■;Such, my son, jure the Luther juis and the 
Calvinists ; who mortify the Church till a 
separation occurs. On the coniiaiy, atheists 
: damn themselves jilonc, and one may dine with 
them without committing a sin. That’s to 
.say, that we need not have any scruple about 
living with M. d’Astcrac, who believes neither 
■in God nor devil. But did you see, Tournc- 
broclie, my boy, the handful of little diamonds 
■at the bottom of the wooden bowl ? — the 
number of which apparently I10 did not know, 
.and which seemed to be of pure water. I have 
.'my doubts about the opal and the sjippliircs, 
..but those diamonds looked genuine.” 

. When we reached our chambers we washed 
ueach other a very good-night. 



CHAPTER XI 


The Advent of Spring and its Effects — Wc visit MocaSder; 

Ur till springtime my tutor and myself led al 
regular and secluded life. All the morning& 
we were at work shut up in the gallery, ahq; 
came back here after dinner as if to the theatre^ 
Not as M. Jerome Coignard used to say, to: 
give ourselves in the manner of gentlemen 5 ; 
and valets a paltry spectacle, but to listen to 1 
the sublime, if contradictory, dialogues of the- 
ancient authors. J 

In this way the reading and translating 6 & 
the Panopolitan advanced quickly. I hardly, 
contributed to it. Such kind of work was- 
above my knowledge and I had enough to dp. 
to learn the figure that the Greek letters make; 
on papyrus. Sometimes I assisted my tutor bjji 
consulting the authors who could enlighten hihig 
in his researches, and foremost Olympiodords 
and Plotinus, with whom since then I haraS 
remained familiar. The small services I.woig 
able to render him increased considerably 
my self-esteem. 

After a long sharp winter I was on the wSs 
to become a learned person, when the spring 
broke in suddenly with her gallant cqqip|i||| 
of light, tender green and singing birds ^jp 
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pierfume of the lilacs coining into the library 
windows caused me vague reveries, out of - 
ayhich my tutor called me by saying : 

“ Jacquot Tournobroclie, please climb up 
•that ladder and tell me if that rascal Manethon' 
does not mention a god Imhotep, who by his 
contradictions tortures one like a devil.” 

And my good master tilled his nose with 
tobacco and looked quite content. 

On another occasion he said : 

“ My boy, it is j cmarkablc ’now great an 
influence our garments have on our moral 
state. Since i ny neckband has become spotted 
with different sauces l have dropped upon it 
I feel a less honest man. Now that you are 
dressed like a marquis, Toumebrochc, does not 
the desire tickle you to assist at the toilet of an 
opera girl, and to put a roll of spurious gold 
pieces on a faro-table • in one word, do you not 
feel yourself to he a man of quality ? Do not 
.take what 1 say amiss,' and remember that it is 
sufficient to give a coward a busby to make him 
. hasten to become a soldier and be knocked on 
. the head in the king’s service. Tournebroche, 
!6ur sentiments are composed of a thousand 
^things we cannot detect for their smallness, and 
the destiny of our immortal soul depends some- 
times on a puff too light to bend a blade of 
{grass. We are the toy of the winds. But 
^pass me, if you please, ‘ The Rudiments of 
Wossius/ the red edges of which I see stand 
wpt under your left arm.” 
fc&Qn this same day, after dinner at three 
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o’clock, M. d’Asterac led us, my teachW and 
myself, to walk in the park. He conducted- 
us to the west, where Rueil and Mont; 
Valerien are visible. It was the deepest and : 
most desolate part. Ivy and glass, cropped 
by the rabbits, covered the paths, now and 
then obstructed by large trunks of dead trees . 1 
The marble statues on both sides of the way- 
smiled, unconscious of their ruin. A nymph, 
with her broken hand near her mouth, made a 
sign to a shepherd to remain silent. A young 
faun, his head fallen to the ground, still tried 
to put his flute to his lips. And all these 
divine beings seemed to teach us to despise the 
injuries inflicted by time and fortune. We 
followed the banks of a canal where the 
rainwater nour ished the tree frogs. Round a 
circus rose sloping basins wher e pigeons went 
to drink. Arrived there we went by a narrow 
pathway driven through a coppice. 

" Walk with care,” said M. d’Astcrac. 
“ This pathway is somewhat dangerous, as it is 
lined by mandrakes which at night-time sing 
at the foot of the trees. They hide in the 
earth. Take care not to put your feet on 
them ; you will ge.t love sickness or thirst after; 
wealth, and would be lost, because the passions 
inspired by mandrakes are unhappy.” 

I asked how it was possible to avoid the 
invisible danger. M. d’Astcrac replied that 
one could escape it by means of intuitive 
divination, and in no other way. 

“Besides,” he added, “this pathway is fatali^ 



WE VISIT MOSAIDE ior* 


It went on in a direct line to a brick 
^pjavilion, hidden under ivy, which no doubt 
■sh'ad served in time gone by as a guard house. 
^There the park came to ati end close to the 
fShonotonous marshes of the Seine. 

*■ “ You see this pavilion,” said M. d'Asterac, 

. ' “ in it lives the most learned of men. Therein 
/ Mosaide, one hundred and twenty years old, 
.■penetrate*, with majestic self-will, the 
i mysteries of nature, lie has left Imhonatus' 
( and Bartnloni far behind. I wanted to honour 
’ myself, gentlemen, by keeping under my 
roof the greatest eahalist since Kuoch, son of 
Cain. Religions scruples have prevented 
:.Mosa'idc taking his place at my table, which he 
supposes to he a Christian's, by which he does 
V ine too much honour. You cannot conceive the 
ij-violence of hate, of this sago, of everything 
^‘Christian. 1 had the greatest dilliculty to 
■. make him dwell in the pavilion, where lie lives 
e.alone with liis niece, Jahel. (lentlcmen, you 
( ’’shall not wait longer before becomiug ac- 
jfquainted with Mosaide and 1 will at once 
l present both of you to this divine man.” 

And having thus spoken, M. d’Asterac 
^pushed us inside the pavilion, where between 
(MSS. strewn all round was seated in a large 
^arm-chair an old man with piercing eyes, a 
ihoQked nose, and a couple of thin streams 
Spi white beard growing from a receding 
|chin, a velvet cap, formed like an imperial 
Mfown, covered his bald skull, and his body, 
Inf. an inhuman emaciation, was wrapped up 
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y in an old gown of yellow silk, resplendent bti£ 
dirty. . , 

Right piercing looks were turned on us, l>ti% 
he gave no sign that he noticed our arrival. . His; 
face had an expression of painful stubbornness^: 
and he slowly rolled between his rigid fingers;: 
the r»*ed which served him for writing. 

" Do not expect idle words from Afosaide,”; 
said M. d’Asterac to us. “ For a long time*: 
this sage does not communicate with anyone- 
but the genii and myself. His discourses are' 
sublime. As he will never converse with you, 
gentlemen, I’ll endeavour to give you in a few 
words an idea of his merits. First he has;, 
penetrated into the spiritual sense of the books 
of Moses, after that into the value of the Hebrew 
characters, which depends on the order of the. 
letters of the alphabet. This order has been: 
thrown into confusion from the eleventh letter, 
forward. Mosaidc 1 1 as re-cstablislied it, which 
Atrabis, Pliilo, Avicennc, Raymond Lully-, 
P. de la Mirandola, Keuchlin, Henry More, 
and Robert Flydd have been unable to do. 
Mosaule knows the number of the gold which, 
corresponds to Jehovah in the world -Of 
spirits, and you must agree, gentlemen, that 
that is of infinite consequence.’ ’ 

My dear tutor took his snuff-box in han<L 
presented it civilly to us, took a pinch hims^| 
and said: 

“ Do you not believe, M. d’Asterac, that mjjl 
- sort of knowledge is the very kind to bring bra 
to the devil at the end of this transient.' lily 





E^SIfer'kU', tius sire Mosaidepl ainly errs in his '-- 
■erpretation of the Holy Scriptures. When 
&Lafti expired on the cross for the salvation 
^mankind the synagogue felt a bandage slip 
* ' -her eyes, she staggered like a drunken 
..roman and the crown fell from her head. 
^Since then the interpretation of the Old 
r-festament is confined to the Catholic Church, 
>to which in spite of my many iniquities 

t" At these words Mosai'de, like a goat god, 
:'smiled in a hideous manner, and said to my 
'dear tutor, in a slow and musty voice sounding 
.as from far away : 

; “The Masorah has not confided to thee 
her arrets and the Mischna has not revealed 
to thee her mysteries." 

“ Mosa'ide,” continued M. d’Asterac, “ not 
;)bnly interprets the books of Moses but also 
ithat of Enoch, which is much more important, 
£ and which lias been rejected by the Christians, 

; who were unable to understand it ; like the 
‘‘cock of the Arabian fable, who disdained the 
arl fallen in his grain. That book of Enoch, 

" Abb6 Coignard, is the more precious 
acause therein are to be seen the first talks ' 
ie daughters of man had with the Sylphs. 
^Op- must understand that those angels which 
..b' E noch shows us had love connection with 
frtomen were Sylplis and Salamanders." 
gp;‘‘ I will so understand, sir,” replied inv good 
iter, “not wishing to gainsay you. But 
what has been conserved of the book of - 
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Enoch, which is clearly apocryphal, I susp 
those angels to have been not Sylphs .bgji 
simply Phoenician merchants.” ;*• ' ^ 

" And on what do you found,” asked ‘ 
d’Astcrac, “ so singular an opinion ? ” . „ 

” I found it, sir, on what is said in, thatjg 
very book that the angels taught the womenf 
how to use bracelets and necklaces, to paint| 
the eyebrows and to employ all sorts of dyesiS, 
It is further said in the same book, that the^ 
angels taught the daughters of men the peculiar* 
qualities of roots and trees, enchantments;*, 
and the art of observing the stars. Truly, 5 ? 
sir, have not those angels Uk* appearance of; 
Syrians or Sidonians gone ashore on some.-, 
half-deserted coast and unpacking in the.) 
shadow of rocks their trumpery wares to^ 
tempt the girls of the savage tribes ? Thesfe'^ 
traffickers gave them copper necklaces,! - 
armlets and medicines in exchange for amber,^ 
frankincense and furs. And they astonished! 



think, and I should like to know in what 
M. Mosa'ide could contradict me.” 

Mosaide kept mute and M. d'Asteraqi 
smiling again, said : 

“ M. Coignard, you do not reason so badlj 
ignorant as you still are of gnosticism and 
Cabala. And what you say makes me fhutf| 
that there may have been some metallurgist^ 
and gold-working Gnomes among the Syl| w *“ 
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8 joined themselves in love with the ‘ 
hters of men. The Gnomes, and that is a 
occupied themselves willingly with the 
crpvxuamith's art, and it is probable that those 
fmgenious demons forged the bracelets you ’ 
Relieve to have been of Phoenician 
&fhanufacturc. 

r r . “But I warn you, you’ll be at some disad- 
ivantage, sir, to compete with Mosa'idc in the 
^knowledge of human antiquities. He has 
^rediscovered monuments which were believed 
\to have been lost ; among others, the column 
'.'of Seth and the oracles of Sambethc the 
-^daughter of Noah and the most ancient of 
"the sybils.” 

V “ On! ” exclaimed my tutor as he stamped 
.on the powdery floor so that a cloud of dust 
Whirled up. “ Oh ! what dreams ! It is too 
pthuch, you make fun of me ! And M. Mosaide 
.patinot have so much foolery in his head, 
finder his large* bonnet, resembling the crown 
j.ipf Charlemagne j that column of Seth is a 
‘^ridiculous invention of that shallow Flavius 
'Josephus, an absurd story by which nobody has 
jPeeii imposed upon before you. And the predic- 
tions of Sambethc, Noah’s da lighter, I am really 
pirious to know them ; and M. Mosalde, who 
jpems to be pretty sparing of his words, would 
f^jige by uttering a few by word of mouth, 
gfejfijiuse it is not possible for him, I am quite 
I gl ased to recognise it, to pronounce them by 
Sroindre secret voice in which the ancient sybils 
^hftu^lly gave their mysterious responses.” 
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Mosaide, who seemed to hear nothing, ;Sa 
suddenly : 

“ Noah’s daughter has spoken ; SamMtfil 
has said : ‘ The vain man who laughs aud n 
mocks will not hear the voice which goi&S| 
forth from the seventh tabernacle, the infidefs 
walketh miserably to his ruin.’ ” 

After this oracular pronouncement all thr$ejjj| 
of us took leave of Mosalde. 



CHAPTER XII 


: I take a Walk and visit Mademoiselle Catherine 

■j* ■ 

ill* that year the summer was radiant, and I 
Ibjaid a longing to go walking. One. day, «troll- 
ihg under the trees of the Cours-la-Keine with 
itwo little crowns I had found that very 
^horning in the pocket of my breeches, and 
“which were the first by which my gold- 
' triaker had shown his munificence, I sai down 


j&t .the door of a small coffee-house, at a 
liable so small that it was quite appropriate 
fto my solitude and modesty. Then I began 
£to think of the oddness of my destiny, while 
fSL.t my side some lmisketecrs were drinking 
^Spanish wine with girls of the town. I was 
fnpt quite sure that Croix-des-Sablons, M. 
i^Asterac, Mosaide, the papyrus of Zozimus 
||d my fine clothes were not dreams, out of 
jamuch I should wake to find myself clad in the 
|p hpity vest, back again 1 urning the spit at the 
WyM ee n P Manque. 

gf& jf ..came out of my reverie on feeling my 
Mpeye pulled, and saw standing before me 
HflEta r . Ange, his face nearly hidden by his 
^P$^d and cowl. 

IHrajhloiisieur Jacques M6n6trier, M he said in 
Sfpl^jrlow voice, “ a lady, who wishes you well. 
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expects you in her carriage on the highy/^^ 
between the river and the Porte 
Conference.” 4 ■' 

My heart began to beat violently. Afraijjra 
and charmed by this adventure, I went Jtl| 
once to the place indicated by the Capuchifiji 
but at a quiet pace, which seemed to m& tol 
be moie becoming. Arrived at the cmbahifcSp 
merit I saw a carriage and a tiny hand on^thai 
door. 'fa 

This door was opened at my coming, an<& 
very surprised I was to find inside the coacl$ 
Mani’selle Catherine, dressed in pink sating 
her head covered with a lu-od of black lace^f 
underneath which her fair hair seemed to* 
sport. __ yj£ 

Confused I remained standing on the step,j^ 
“ Come in,” she said, “ and sit down neair$ 
me. Shut the door if you please, you must nbt^ 
be seen. Just now in passing on the CoursT> 
saw you sitting at the cafe. Immediately^ 
I had you fetched by the good friar, whorri'^ 
had attached to me for the Lenten exercisesjl 
and whom I have kept since, because, mf 
whatever position one may be, it is necessary 
to have piety. You looked very weU,-Jgj| 
Jacques, sitting before your little table, ydt|S 
sword across your thighs and with the sad 
of a man of quality. I have always he ^w 
friendly disposed towards you and I am ri pP 
of that kind of women who in their prospe tipp 
disregard their former friends.” 

“ Eh ! What ? Mam’selle Catherine t^jB 
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9b&claimed, “this coach, these lackeys, this 
SUB* dress ” 

Wr..; They are the outcome,” she replied, “ of 
$the, kindness of M. de la Gu6ritude, who is 
P. the best set and one of tlic richest financiers. 
$BEey-has lent money to the king. He is an 
|j&i&elient friend whom, for all the world, I 
'jjsliQuld not wish to offend. But he is not as 
^amiable as you, M. Jacques. lie has also 
f%iyen me a little house at Crenelle, which I 
Awill show you from the cellar to the garret. 
A;M. Jacques, 1 am mighty glad to sec you on the 
\ir6ad to fortune. Real merit is always dis- 
.fcovered. You’ll see my bedroom, which is 
Copied from that ot Mademoiselle Davilliers. 
^li/is covered all over with looking-glass and 
inhere. are lots of grotesque ligures. How is the 
nbld fellow your father ? Between ourselves, 
;Jhe somewhat neglects his wife and his cook- 
■~0top. It is very wrong of a 1 nan in his position. 
tiBttt let us speak of yourself.” 

"*■” 11 Let us speak of you, Mam’selle Catherine,” 
i|jiud I. “ You are so very pretty and it is a 
;.gfeat pity you love the Capucliin.” Nothing 

8 be said against a government con- 

! ” she said, “ do not reproach me 
riar Ange. I have him for my salva- 
Ly and if I would give a rival to M. de la 

ide it would be ” 

mid be ? ” 

n't ask me, M. Jacques, you're an 
sful man, for you know that I always 
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singled you out, but you do not care "a^ 
me.” ^ 

“ Quite the contrary, Mam’selle Cather^ 

I smarted under your mockery. You snee v i 
at my beardless chin. Many a time you lia' 
told me that I am but a ninny.” 

“ And that was true, M. Jacques, tnii 
than you believed it to be. Why could yd 
not see that I had a liking for you ? ” 

“ Why, Catherine, you are so pretty as 
make one tear. I did not dare to look at yotiS 
And one day I clearly saw that you wet® 
thoroughly offended with me.” ^jj 

“ I had every reason for it, M. Jacques 





not do so by wish or inclination, but onl^ 
because she found ways and means energetic^ 
enough to vanquish my timidity.” . '■ 

“ Oh ! my friend, you may believe me, 

I am the elder of us two, timidity is a greg|g 
sin against love. But did you not see tl ^ 
that beggar had holes in her stockings anc 
scam of filth aud mud, half-an-ell high, on 
bottom of her petticoat ? ” 

“ I saw it, Catherine.” 

“ Have you not seen, Jacques, how 
she is made and that really she is skinny?^ 

” I saw it, Catherine.’" 

“ And withal you loved that Sayoyj 
she-monkey, you who have a white skittjg 
distinguished manners ! ” 
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cannot understand it myself, Catherine, 
-ffcmust have been that at that moment my 
^Imagination was full of you. And it was 
^ypur image only gave me the pluck and . 
^strength you reproach me with to-day. 
^Imagine yourself, Catherine, my rapture to 
impress you in my arms, yourself or only a girl 
^who resembled you a little. Because I loved 
'you desperately.” 

/: ' She took my hand and sighed, and in a tone 
J.of sadness I continued to say : 
t “ Yes, I did love you, Catherine, and I could 
fstill love you except tor that disgusting 
^monk.” 

She cried out : 

i- ‘ " What a suspicion ! You offend me. It 
-is a folly. 

£ ' " Then you do not love the Capuchin ? ” 
t "Fie!” 

fi,. As I did not consider it to be any use to 
jpress the subject further, I took her round 
^the waist, we embraced, our lips met and all 
ppiy being seemed to melt in voluptuousness. 

After a short moment of luxurious confusion, 

* pie disentangled herself, her cheeks rosy, 
L§fc eyes moistened, her lips half separated. 

from that day that I knew how much a 
roman is embellished and adorned by a kiss 
jyingly pressed on her mouth. Mine had 
jracle roses of the sweetest hue bloom on 
i$herihe’s cheeks and strewn into the flowery 
he' of her eyes drops of diamantine dew. 

^You are a baby,” she said, readjusting- 
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her hood. “ Go ! you cannot remain * Ip 
moment longer. M. de la Gudritude will Jbej 
here at once. He loves me with an impatience! 
which continually runs ahead of the meeting;: 
time.” 

Reading in my face how upset I was by this . 
saying she spoke again with a cpiick vivacity 
" Listen, Jacques, he returns every night at; 
nine to his old woman, who shrewish by age / 1 
cannot bear his infidelities since she herself.; 
is unable to pay him in the same coin and has 
become awfully jealous. Conu* to-night atf 1 
half-past nine. I’ll receive you. My house, 
is at the corner of the Rue du Bac. You’ll 
recognise it by its three windows on every floor, 
and by its balcony covered with roses; you 
know I always did like flowers. Good-bye. 
till to-night.” . ■ * 

Caressingly she pushed me back, hardly* 
able to hide the wLh to keep me with her, 
then placing one linger over her mouth she 
whispered again : 

“ Till to-nierht.” 



CHAPTER XIII 


Taken by M. d’ Aslorac to the Isle of Swans I listen to his 
Discourse on Com. lion and Salamanders 

I really do not know how it \va» possible to 
tear myself out of Catherine's at m». Hut it 
is a fact that in jumping out of her carriage I 
nearly fell on M. d'Asterac, whose tall ligure 
leant against a tree on the roadside. Courte- 
ously I saluted him and showed the surprise 
I felt at this pleasant encounter. 

“Chance,” he said, “lessens as knowledge 
-grows, for me it is suppressed. I knew, my 
son, that I had to meet you at this place. It 
:is necessary for me to have a conversation 
■with you already too long delayed. Let’s go, 
if you please, in quest of solitude, and quietness 
required by what I wish to tell you. Do not 
become anxious. The mysteries I desire to 
^unveil before you are sublime it is true, but 
■pleasant also.” 

Having so spoken ho conducted me to the 
‘bank of the Seine opposite the. Isle of Swans, 
H^hich rose, out of the middle of the river like 
'rft ship built of foliage. 'There he made a sign 
:>to a ferryman, whose boat brought us quickly 
,to the green isle, frequented only by invalids, 
'^yho on fine days play there at bowls and 
H «3 
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drink their pint of wine. Night lit her first 
stars in the sky and lent a humming voice ..j 
to the myriads of insects in the grass. The % * 
isle was deserted. M. d’ Aster ac sat down on a^, 
wooden bench at the end of an alley of walnut- 
trees, invited me to sit close to him and’ 
spoke : 

" There arc three sorts of people, my son, 
from whom the philosopher has to hide his ■ 
secrets. They are princes, because it would 
be imprudent to enlarge their power ; the 
ambitious, whose pitiless genius must not be 
armed, and the debauchee, who would find in 
hidden sciences the means to satiate their evil 
passions. Hut I can talk freely to you, who 
are neither debauched — for T quite overlook 
the error you nearly ga vc way to in the arms of 
yonder girl — nor ambitious, having lived, till 
recently, contented to turn the paternal spit. 
Therefore I may disclose to you the hidden 
laws of the universe. 

" It must not be believed that life is limited ’ 
by narrow rules wherein it is manifested to the 
eyes of the profane. When they teach that' 
creation’s object and end was man, your;; 
theologians and your philosophers reason like 
the multiped of Versailles or the Tuileries,'- 
who believe the humidity of the cellars is made ■ 
for their special use anti that the remainder of- 
the castle is uninhabitable. The system of the’ . 
world, as Canon Copernicus taught in the last 
century, following the doctrines of Aristarchus 
of Samos and Pythagorean philosophers, ij> ; 
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doubtless known to you, as there have actually 

■ been prepared some compendiums of them for 
..the urchins of village schools and dialogues 

■ abstracted from them for the use of town 
children. You have seen at my house a kind 
of machine which shows it distinctly by means 

' of a kind of clockwork. 

“ Raise your eyes, my son, and you’ll see 
over your head David’s chariot, drawn by 
Mizar and her two illustrious companions, 
circling round the pole ; Arcturi. 4, Vega of the 
Lyre, the Virgin’s Sword, the Crown of 
Ariadne and its charming pearls. Those are 
suns. One single look on that world will make 
it clear to you that the whole of creation 
is the work of fire and that life, in its finest 
forms, is fed on flames. 

“ And what arc the planets ? Drops of a 
mixture of mind, a little mire and plenty ot 
moisture. Behold the august choir of the 
stars, the assembly of the suns, the}' equal or 
excel ours in magnitude and power and after 
•'I have shown you on a clear winter’s night, 
through my telescope, Sirius, your eyes and 
} .soul will be dazzled. 

" Do you in good faith believe that 
■: Sirius Altair, Regulus, Aldebaran, all these 
>sUns are luminary only ? Do you believe 
/.that this old Phirbus, who incessantly forces 
;>iuto space, wherein we are swimming, his 
j- inordinate surge of heat and light., has no other 
^.function but to light the earth and some 
K. O^her paltry and imperceptible planets ? What 
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a candle ! A million times greater than the : 
dwelling. 

“ I have to present to you fust of all the idea . 
that the universe is composed of suns and that : 
the planets which may be in it are less than 
nothing. But as 1 foresee your wish to make 
an objection, I’ll reply to it beforehand. The 
suns, you want to say, pul themselves out in 
the course of centuries and by that also change 
into mud. No! is my reply , they keep them- 
selves alive In means of comets which they 
attract and which fail on them, ft is the 
dwelling of true life. The planets and this 
our earth are but the abode n r ghosts. Such 
are the verities of which 1 have t > convince you. 

!< Now that you understand, my son, that 
tire is the principal element, you’ll easier 
comprehend what I wish to teach you and 
which is ol greater importance than anything 
you may have learned up to now, or was even, 
known to Erasmus, Turnebe 01 Scaligor. I 
do not speak ol theologians like Ouesnel or 
Tiossuet who. between ourselves, I consider as 
the lees of human spirit, and who have no 
better understanding than a simple? captain 
of guards. Don’t 'et us hamper ourselves py 
despising those brains comparable in volume, 
as well as in con-tnicliou, to wrens’ eggs, but 
let us at once enter fully into the object of our 
conference. 

“ Whilst those earth-born creatures do not 
surpass a degree of perfection which, by beauty, 
of form, has been attained by Antinous and 
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by Madame do Para bore, and at which they 
aionc have arrived bv the facility known to 
Democritus and mysell ; the beings formed 
by firr enjoy a wisdom and an intelligence of 
which \vc- cannot possibly conceive the limit. ' 

*' Such is, iiiy son. the nature of the glorious 
r.lul-lren of ihe suns ; thev know the laws of the 
universe just as we know tin* rule* of chess, 
i.rc.1 the course of the stars does not trouble 
them any more than tin* moves on the chess- 
board of the king and l lie other men trouble 
us. Those genii create worlds in sin h spaces 
of the infinite where none at present exist, and 
organise them at theii will. It distract? them 
momeiitarly r - >m then pviiuipal nusmess, 
which is to unite among ihriii.-eb --s in unspeak- 
able. love. Only last night f Mimed m\ 
telescope on the Sign of 1 lx Virgin and saw 
on it a lar-.iwat vortex ol light N*» doubt, 
niv soil, that w.e- the still iml'nished work oi 
one of those tin- beings. 

“ Truly tin 1 universe has nc i>ther origin ; far 
from being llu* effe. t ol a single will, it is the re- 
sult of the sublime freaks oi a great many genii 
recreating themselves by working on it each 
in.his own turn and on his own side. That's 
what explains the diversity, the splendour and 
the imperfection. For the force and fore- 
sight of those genii, immense as thev were, 
had still their limits. I should deceive 
you ■were I to say that a man, philosopher or 
magician, can have familiar intercourse with 
.them. 
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“ None of them gave me a direct manifesta^ 
tion of himself, and what I tell you of themisj 
known to me by induction only, and by hearsay 
Certain as their existence is, I should not-' 
attempt to describe their habits and their 
character. It is necessary to know when not” 
to know, my son, and T make it a point not- 
to bring forward other than perfectly well-.' 
observed facts. 

“ Let those genii, or rather demiurguses,' 
abideintheirglory, and let us treat of illustrious; 
beings who stand nearer to us. Here, my son, 
is where one has to lend an open ear. 

“ If in speaking of the planets I have given 
vent to a feeling of disdain, it was that I only, 
took into consideration the solid surface and 
shell of those little balls or tops and the 
animals who sadly crawl on them. I should 
have spoken in quite another tone, if in my 
mind I had included with the planets the air- 
and the vapours wherein they are enveloped/ 
For the air is an element in no way of lesser- 
nobility than fire, whence it follows that the. 
dignity and importance of the planets is in the 
air wherein they arc bathed. Those clouds*; 
soft vapours, puffs of wind, transparencies*; 
blue waves, moving islets of purple and goldf 
which pass over our heads, are the abode o% 
adorable people. They arc called Sylphs atij^ 
Salamanders, and are creatures infinitely 
amiable and lovely. It is possible for us, anoj 
convenient, to come in contact with them, thj^ 
delights of which are hardly conceival?kj| 
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/The Salamanders are such that in comparison 
|with them the prettiest person at court or in 
fthe city is but an ugly woman . They surrender 
•themselves willingly to philosophers. Doubt- 
less you have heard of that marvel by which 
.'M. Descartes was accompanied on his travels. 
Some say that she was a natural daughter of 
his, that he took with him everywhere ; others 
' thinkthat she was an automaton manufactured 
with inimitable art. As a fact she was a 
Salamander, whom that clever man had taken 
as his lady love. He never left her. During 
a voyage in the Dutch Sea he took her with him 
■on board, shut in a box of precious wood lined 
with the softest satin. The form of this box, 
and the precaution with which M. Descartes 
tookcareof it, drew tlicattcntion of the captain, 
who, while the philosopher was asleep, raised 
the cover and discovered the Salamander. 
.This ignorant, rude fellow imagined that such 
a marvellous creature was the creation of the 
.devil. In his dismay, he threw it into the 
;sea. But you will easily believe that the 
^beautiful little person was not drowned, and 
.that it was no trouble to her to rejoin M. 
^Descartes. She remained faithful to him 
^during his natural life, and when he died she 
&eft this world never more to return. 

“ I give you this example, chosen from 
|many, to make you acquainted with the loves 
^between philosophers and ' Salamanders. 
|These loves are too sublime to be in need of 
|c|ontracts, and you will agree that the ridiculous 
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display usual at human weddings would pfefl 
entirely out of place at such unions. It would! 
be indeed fine, if a proctor in a wig and al 
fat priest put their noses together over it |J 
That sort of gentleman is good only to join^j 
vulgar man to woman. The marriage of| 
Salamanders and sages have witnesses more^l 
august. The aerial people celebrate them in? 
ships which, moved by celestial breath, glide , * 
their sterns crowned with roses, to the sound oil 
harps, on invisible waves. But do not believe, • 
that not being entered in a dirty register in a ' 
shabby vestry, they would be of little solidity-’ 
and could be easily torn asunder. They have-, 
for guarantors the spirits who gambol on the; 
clouds whence flashes the lightning and roars’ 
the thunder. I reveal matters to you, my son,! 
which will be useful to you to know, because;' 
I conclude from certain indications that your*; 
destiny is the bed of a Salamander.” 

“ Alas ! monsieur,” I exclaimed, " this; 
destiny alarms me, and I have nearly as many/ 
scruples as the Dutch captain who threw the 1 
^lady love of Descartes into the sea. I cannot^ 
help thinking these aerial dames are demons. ■ 
I should fear to lose my soul with them, fori 
■ after all, sir, such marriages are agains^j 
nature and in opposition to the divine law! 
Oh 1 why is not M. J6r6me Coignard, my goojp 
. tutor, present to hear you I I am sure h$j 
would strengthen me by his valuable argu^ 
ments against the delights of your Salamander^! 
sir, and your eloquence.” 
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•jf " The Abb6 Coignard,” said M. d’Asterac, 
l^is an -admirable translator of Greek. But 
you must not want anything from him beyond 
■his books. He has no philosophy. As far as . 
'you are in question, my son, you reason with 
■the infirmity of ignorance, and the weakness 
<bf your argument afflicts me. You say, those 
.unions are against nature. What do you 
Tcnow about it ? What means have you to 
'{gain knowledge of it ? How is it possible to ' 
make a distinction between what is natural 
and what is not ? Is the universal Isis known 
.enough to discriminate between what is 
■assisting her and what thwarts her ? But to 
.speak better still ; nothing thwarts her and 
everything assists her, because nothing exists 
■which does not enter into the functions of her 
organs and does not follow the numberless 
^attitudes of her body. I beg of you to say, 
^whence could enemies come to offend her ? 
^Nothing acts against her nor outside of her ; 
■the forces which seem to fight against her are 
'.nothing else but movements of her own_life. 

£ i " The ignorant alone have assurance enough 
Jto decide if an action is natural or not. Let’s 
'admit their illusions for a moment and their 
^prejudice, and let us feign to recognise the 
"possibility of committing acts against nature* 
lese acts, arc they for that reason worse and 
foridemnable ? On this point I cannot but 
Lember the vulgar opinion of moralists who 
present virtue as an effort over instincts, as 
^.enterprise on the inclinations we carry ., 
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within us, as a fight with the original ihan.^ 
They own themselves that virtue is against^ 
nature, and going further on that opinion^ 
they cannot condemn an action of whatever'^ 
kind, for what is common to it and virtue J 
alike. v ;| 

“ I have made this digression, my son, td'% 
call your attention to the contemptible light-.'-' 
ness of your reason. I should offend you by j 
believing you still have any doubts of the ?; 
innocence of the sensual intercourse men may ^ 
have with Salamanders. Know then, now,.- 
that such marriages, far from being interdicted „• 
by religious law, are commanded by that law’: 
to the exclusion of all others. I will give you ' 
some conclusive evidence for it.” , 

He stopped talking, took his snuff-box from,.: 
his pocket, and filled his nose with a pinch. 

The night was densely dark. The moon , 
shed her limpid light over the river, and.- 
tremblingly enlaced with the reflections of'.- 
the street lamps. The flying ephemerides^ 
enveloped us like a vaporous eddy. The.? 
shrill voice of insects rose into the world’s.^ 


silence. Such a sweetness fell slowly down;?; 
from the sky that it seemed as if milk had| 
been mixed with the sparkling of the stars, -r 

M. d’Asterac spoke again : 

“ The Bible, my son, and especially thfe 
books of Moses, contains grand and usfefuh 
verities. Such an opinion may appear absurd!* 
and unreasonable, in consequence of th$j 
treatment the theologians have inflicted^p^ 
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«yrhat they call the Scriptures, anti of which 
gthey have made, by means of their com- 
■mentaries, explications, and meditations, a 
^manual of errors, a library of absurdities, 

magazine of foolery, a cabinet of lies, a ' 
gallery of stupidities, a lyceum of ignorance, 
r >a museum of silliness, and a repository of 
I human imbecility and wickedness. Know, 
.my son, that at its origin it was a temple 
' filled with celestial radiance. 

“I have been fortunate enough to re- 
establish it in its primal splendour. Truth 
"obliges me to acknowledge that Mosaide has 
-very much assisted me with his deep com- 
prehension of the language and the alphabet 
:of the Hebrews. But let us not lose sight of 
.our principal subject. Be informed from the 
’"outset, my son, that the sense of the Bible is 
^figurative, and that the capital error of the 
/theologians was to take it literally, whereas 
‘it is to be understood as symbolical. Follow 
?this truth in the whole course oi my discourse. 

“ When Demiurge, who is commonly called 
Jehovah, and by many more names, as 'all 
"terms expressing quality or quantity are 
generally applied to him, had, I do not want 
ito say 'created ’ the world — for such would 
|be an 'absurdity— but had laid out a small 
fcomer of the universe, as a dwelling place for 
lAdam and Eve ; there were some subtle 
ipreatures in space, which Jehovah had not 
iformed, was not capable of forming. They 
forere. the work of several other demiurges,. 
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older and more skilful. His craft was not? 
beyond that of a very clever potter, capable! 
of kneading clay beings in the manner of pots-,'? 
such as we men are now. What I say is not r ! 
to slight him, because such work is still much* 
beyond human power. 

“ But it became necessary to brand the 
inferior character of the work of the seven 
days. Jehovah worked, not in and with fire,- 
which alone ■ gives birth to the masterpieces 
of life, but with mud, out of which he could - 
not produce other than the work of a clever 
ceramist. We are nothing, my son, but 
animated earthenware. Jehovah is not to 
be reproached for having illusions over the. 
quality of his work. If ho did find it well done 
in the first moment, and in the ardour of- 
composition, he did not take long to recognise 
his error, the Bible is full of expressions' 
of his discontent, which often become ill- 
humour, sometimes actual rage. 

“ Never has artisan treated the objects of 
his industry with more disgust and aversion/; 
He intended to destroy them, and, in fact,* 
did drown the larger part. This deluge,: 
the memory of which has been conserved? 
by Jews, Greeks and Chinese alike, gave a 4 
last deception to the unhappy demiurges,,’ 
who, aware of the uselessness and ridiculous^: 
ness of such violence, became discouraged,^ 
and fell into an apathy, the progress of whicjxj 
has not been stopped from Noah’s time to oiijjp 
present day, wherein it is extreme. But ! 
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T have advanced too far. The inconvenience 
of these extensive subjects is the impossibility 
jof remaining within their limits. 

* Our mind thrown into them resembles 
yonder sons of the suns, who cross the whole 
of the universe in one single jump. 

“ Let us return to the earthly paradise, 
■wherein the demiurge had placed the two 
vases formed by his hand, Adam and Eve. 
They did not live there alone, between the 
'animals and plants. The spirits of the air; 
created by the demiurges of the fire, were 
flowing over and looking at them with a 
curiosity mixed with sympathy and pity. 
It was exactly as Jehovah had toreseen. 
Let us hasten to say, to his praise, he had 
relied on the genii of the lire, to whom we may 
now give their true names of Elves and Sala- 
manders, to ameliorate and perfect his clay 
figures. I11 his prudence he may have said 
to himself : ‘ My Adam and my Eve, opaque 
.and cemented in clay, are in want of air and 
light. I have failed to give them wings. 
;But united to Elves and Salamanders, the 
, : creations of a demiurge more powerful and 
|mpre subtle than myself, they will give birth 
jjto children, equally originated by light and 
Sclay, and who in their turn will have children 
&till more luminous than themselves, till in 
$jhe end their issue will be equal in beauty to 
|the sons and daughters of air and fire.' 
i ' “ It must be said he had neglected nothing 
||ja attract the eyes of Sylphs and Salamanders. 
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in forming Adam and Eve. He had modelle^f 
the woman in form of an amphora, with 
harmony of curved lines quite sufficient tog 
make him recognised as the prince ofjj 
geometers, and he succeeded in amending th.6; 
coarseness of the material by the magnificent) 
charm of the form. For modelling Adam he- 
made use of a less caressing, but more energetic,*; 
hand, forming his body with such order, and* 
in such perfect proportions, that, applied 
later by the Greeks to their architecture, 
those same ordinances and measures made 
the beauty of the temples. 

“ You see, my son, that Jehovah applied 
his best means to render his creatures worthy, 
of the aerial kisses he expected for them. 
I shall not insist on the care he took with a 
view of making these unions prolific. The, 
harmony between the sexes is an ample proof 
of his wisdom in this regard. And surely at 
the outset he had reason to congratulate 
himself on his shrewdness and ability. 

“ I have said the Sylphs and Salamanders 
looked on Adam and Eve with that curiosity 
sympathy and tenderness which are the first, 
ingredients of love. They approached them'' 
and fell into the clever traps Jehovah had 
disposed and spread intentionally in the body! 
and on the belly of these two amphorae. 

“ The first man and the first woman ei£-jf 
joyed during centuries the delicious embrac ' i ‘ 
of the genii of the air, which conserved theji 
in eternal youth. 
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fT" u Such was their lot, and such could still ' 
ihe ours. Why was it that the parents of the 
human species, fatigued by celestial luxuiy, 
'.should try to find criminal enjoyments with 
one another ? 

■ “ But what could you expect, my son ; 
kneaded of clay they had a taste for mud. 
Alas ! they became acquainted with one 
‘^another in the same way as they had known 
"the genii. 

“ And that was what the demiurge had 
expressly forbidden them. Afraid, and with 
reason, that they would produce between 
them children as clumsy as themselves, 
terrestrial and heavy, he forbade them, 
undci severest penalties, to approach each 

■ other. Such is the sense of Eve’s words : 

; * But of the fruit of the tree which is in the 
. midst of the garden, God hath said. Ye shall 
‘not eat of it, neither shall ye touch it lest ye 
/.die.’ For you well understand, my son, that 
; the apple which tempted wretched Eve was 
£not the fruit of an apple-tree ; that was an 
^allegory the sense of which I have explained 
Ltb you. Although imperfect, and sometimes 
|yiolent and capricious, Jehovah was too 
Intelligent a demiurge to be offended about 
tan apple or a pomegranate. One has to be 
pi bishop or a Capuchin to support such ex- 
travagant imaginations. And the proof that 
||he. apple was what I said, is that Eve was 
stricken by a punishment suitable to her 
lUidt. She had not been told— ‘ You will 
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digest laboriously’ but it was said 
* You’ll give birth in pain ’ ; for logic sakjei 
what connection can be established, I beg. ofi 
you, between an apple and difficult confine-1 
ment ? On the other hand, the suffering' i& 
correctly applied if the fault has been such* 
as I showed you. 

“ That is, my son, the truthful explanation^ 
of original sin. It will teach you your duty,* 
which is, to keep away from women. Toj 
follow this bent is fatal. All children born. 


by those means are imbecile and miserable.” •- 

I was stupefied, and exclaimed : 

“ But, sir, could children be born in another 
way ? ” 

“ Happily, some are born in another way,” . 
was liis reply ; " a considerable number by ; 
the union of men with genii of the air. And 
such arc intelligent and beautiful. By such- 
means were born the giants of whom Hesiod 1 
and Moses speak. Thus also Pythagoras was, 
bom, to whose bodily formation his mother, , 
a Salamander, had contributed a thigh of pure; 
gold. Such also Alexander the Great, saidf] 
to have been the son of Olympias and .a; 
serpent; Scipio Africanus, Aristomenes of? 
Messina, Julius Caesar, Porphyry, the Emperor! 
Julian, who re-established the oath of fitS$ 
abolished by Constantine the Apostate, Mer^M 
the enchanter, child of a Sylph and a ntfs| 
daughter of Charlemagne ; Saint Thoifca^ 
Aquinas, Paracelsus and, but recently, M.| 
Van Helmont.” 
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(Used M. d’Asterac, as such were the 
c that I would be willing to lend myself 
the^ friendship of a Salamander, if one were 
^be, 'found obliging enough to wish for me. 
•Jf-issured me that I should meet not one " 
ik^a. Score or more, between whom I should 
my free choice. And less by longing 
? ? the adventure than to give him pleasure, 
.^sked the philosopher how it is possible 
Venter into communication with these-- 
inal persons. 

/‘Nothing easier,” he replied. “All that’s 
anted is a glass ball',- the use of which I’ll 
xplain to you. I have always at home a 
witty good number of such balls, and in my 
tidy I’ll very soon give you all necessary 
ughtenment. But, for to-day, my son, 
pugh is said of it.” 

He rose, and walked it! the direction of the 
where the ferryman waited for us, 
"ing outstretched on his back and snoring at 
ige. moon. As soon as we had reached the 
m ‘posite shore he quickly went off, and was 
taji-lost in the darkness. 
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CHAPTER XIV 




Visit to Mademoiselle Catherine — The Row in the 
and my Dismissal 

A confused sentiment as of a dream remajl| 
with me after this long conversation, but t* 
thoughts of Catherine became keener . 'i 
despite of the sublimities I had been listen* 
to, I was overcome by a powerful desire to” 
her, although I had not had any supper. 
ideas of philosophy had not sufficiently pei$ 
trated me to cause anything like a disgust 
that pretty girl. I was resolved to folir 
my good fortune to its end before becoi _ r 
the prey of one of those beautiful furies of „||g 
air, who do not want any human rival. £ 
only fear was that Catherine, at so lat|’ 
hour, had become tired of waiting fo£ ~ 

So running along the river bank, and 
the royal bridge at a gallop, I stormed ir[ ; ^ 

■ Rue du Bac. Within a single minute ' ^ 

: reached the Rue de Crenelle, where t 
■■ shouting mixed up with the clashing of svfc^ 

■' The noise came out of the very house CafUtfjy 
'had described to me. In front of it;-;£§§| 

! pavement, shadows and lanterns wereynj*- 
v. and voices to be heard. 

“Help, Jesus I I’m being m 
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oji tlie Capuchin r^orwardi ! Spike?; 
,'. . Jesus, Mary, help, me! . . . Look 
fine pretty favourite lover ! On him ! 
him! Spike him, rascals, spike him. 
dl ” 

^■/he windows of the adjoining houses were 
ijgned, heads in night-caps appeared. 
Suddenly all this noise and bustle passed, 
fore me like a hunt in the forest, and I 
jognised Friar Angc running away at such a 
jpeed that his sandals hammered on his behind, 
rjjiile .three long devils of lackeys, armed like 
ynss guards, followed him closely, larding 
ui with the points of their javelins. Their 
aster, a young gentleman, thick-set and 
(ddy-faced, continued to encourage them by 
pice and gesture, just as he would have done 
tfe dogs : 

y Fall on ! Fall on ! Spike ! The beast 
tough ! ” 

[^she came close to me, I said : 

" Oh ! sir, have you no pity ? ” 

^Sir,” he replied, “ it's easily seen that- 
Oder Capuchin has not caressed your 
j$ess, and you have not surprised madam, 
fthyou see here; in the arms of this stinking 
One cannot say anything about her 
'r, because one has manners. But a 
in cannot be borne. Bum the brazen- 
iyjssy ! ” 

1' he showed me Catherine under the 
ay, dad in nothing but a chemise, her 
Stening with tears, wringing her hands. 
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more beautiful than ever, and murmvQ^i 
in a d\ing \oice, which cut deep into' m 
soul 

“ Don't kill him • It’s Friar Ange, the Iitt^ 
fnai • ' 

] lie iascall\ lackeys returned, announcing 
tint they had givtn up the pursuit at tb* 
appearance of the watch, but not witho- 
dnving half a finger deep then pikes, in tfc- 
holy man s behind Hie night-caps vamshec 
from the windows, which wen closed again^ 
and whilst the \oung nobleman talked to 
his follow eis I went up to Catherine, whose* 
ttars began to eli\ in the pretty folds of hej^ 
smile She said tei me ^ 

“The pool fnai is safe but I tiembled far* 
him Men are temblc When they love yo- 
the> will not listen to anything ” 

“ Catherine,” I s ud, with n > slight grudge 
“ diel vou make 1 le come hue foi no otbQi 
purpose than to list* n to the quanels of ytfhi 
fnends ? Alas • I lm e no right to take p$* 
m them ’ % 

‘ You would ha\e had, M Jacques,’* so* 
said, “ you should have had, if you Juu 
wanted ' 

“ But,’ I continued, “ you are the m* 
courted lad} in Pans \ou never mention* 
yonder young gc ntleman ’’ * 

“ I had no occasion to think of him. 
came quite unexpectedly ” 

“ And he surpnsed you with Fnar Anfife. 

“ He fancied he saw things which dipT* 
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K He is hot-hea ded and does not want to 
to any reason ” 

5the half-opened < liemise disclosed under 
parent laces a bicast swollen like a 
utiful fruit and adoimd like a budding 
«se I took hci in m\ aims and covered her 
uosom with kisses 

“ Heavens * ” she cxclaum d, “ m the slice t * 
.Before M d’Anquitil who sus us” 
b “Who is M d’\nquctiP ’ 

Y “ Pardi * he is the murdeui 01 1 nai Ynge 
j^Vho elst do vou iant y he nn\ bi ? ’ 

“ Hue, l ithtiint, no otlu au wanted 
tYour friends ->uuonnd you in suliicicnt 
^numbers ” 

J\I Jacqu«s, do not insult me, if you 
lease ” 

“ I do not insult you, C atherim I acknow- 
dge your chums, to which 1 should like to 
endei the sana honing* that othi rs do ” 

“M Jacques, what you hait now said 
ells odiously ot the cookshop, of that old 
)dger Wfho is youi fathti ” 

*“ Not so \tiy lon b ago, Mam’sclle C athenne, 
'OU weie mighty glad to smell its cooking- 
ve ” 

1 Fie • the villain* the mean rascal* He 
ages a woman * ” 

’And now she began to squeak and squeal, 
* M d’Anquctil left Ins sei vants, came up to 
and pushed her into the house, cal hag her a 
t and a rake, went into the passage behind 
and slammed the door in my face 




CHAPTER XV 


In the Library with M. Jer0inc Cnignnrd — A Conv^rsatiot 
on Morails — Taken to M. d'Aslcrac's Study — Salaf 
mami^rs again— The Solar Powder — A Visit and 
Consec jucnccs 1 v 

The thought of Catherine occupied my mil 
all the week following that vexatious advent 
ture. Her image glittered on the leaves dJjl 
the folios over which I bent in the library^ 
close to my dear tutor ; ->o much so that| 
Plotinus, Olimpiodorus, Fabricius, Vossiifes 
spoke of nothing else to me than of a 
damsel in a lace chemise. These vxsic 
rendered me lazy. But, indulgent to others, 
as to himself, M. Jerome Coign ard had a kind! 
smile for my trouble, and distraction. 

“ Jacques Tournebrochc,” lie said to nit£ 
one day, “ are you not struck by the varia-J 
tions in morals during the course of tiT 
centuries ? The books in this admirable 
teracian collection witness to the uncertainty 
of mankind on this subject. If I reflect lipoii^v 
my son, it is to put into your mind that sbtiy. 
and salutary idea that no good morals areljF 
be found outside religion, and that the mar 4 ' 
of the philosophers, who protend to inst 
a natural morality , are nothing but whims1$ 
babblings of foolish trash. The ratiof 
of good morals is not to be found in 






‘ itself is indifferent, ignorant of good : 
It is in the divine word, which is not 
^be trespassed against without after regret, 
he laws of humanity are based on utility, 
aid that can only be an apparent and illusory’ 
tility, for nobody knows naturally what is use- 
|iful to mankind, nor what is really appropriate . 
00 them. And we must not forget that our 
l&abits contain a good moiety of articles which 
Sire of prejudice alone. Upheld by the menace ’ 
chastisement , human laws may be eluded 
$>y cunning and dissimulation. Every man 
palpable of reflection stands above them. 
JReally they are nothing but booby traps. 

“ It is not the same tiling, my boy, with 
'Mws divine. They are indefeasible, un- 
avoidable and lasting. Their absurdity is in ’ 
Appearance only, and hides an inconceivable 
iisdom. If they wound our reason, it is 
ecause they arc superior to it, and agree 
fth the true issues of mankind, and not 
ith the visible ends. It is useful to observe 
lem when one has the good luck to know 
?tn. Yet I find no difficulty in confessing 
J.t the observance of those iaxvs, contained 
i^the Decalogue and in the commandments 
r^the^ Church, is difficult at most times, 
impossible without grace,, and that 
ipiimes has to be waited for, because it 
duty to hope. And therefore we are all 
arable sinners. 

^And that is where the dispositions of the . 
Bs ?tiajn religion must be admired, which , 
tjjji ^alvation principally on repentance. 



It must not be overlooked, my boy,’ that tlf 
greatest saints are penitents, and, as^ Ire 
pentance is proportioned to the sin, it isj& 
the greatest sinner that the material is founc 
for the greatest saints. I could illustrate 
this doctrine with scores of admirable examples! 
But I have said enough to make you fe, 
that the raw material of sanctity is con-3 
cupisccncc, incontinencies, all impurities o||| 
flesh and mind. After having collected ttiefS 
raw materia 1 , nothing signifies but to fashion^ 
it according to theologic art and to model,** 
so to say, a figure of penitence, which is a| 
matter of a few years, a few days, sometimes^ 
of a single moment only, a- is to be seen jjS$ 
the case of a perfect contrition. J acquess 

Tournebroche, if you listen well to my sayings,^ 
you will not consume yourself in miserable^ 
cares to become an honest man in a worldly^ 
sense, and you’ll exclusively' study to satisfy^ 
divine justice.” .Jjj 

I could not help feeling the clevatetK 
wisdom enshrined in the maxims of my dea^g 
good tutor ; I was only afraid that thejjg# 
morals, should they be exercised withou^ 
discrimination, would carry man to a dji^jg 
orderly life. I unfolded my doubts to 
Jerome Coignarcl, who reassured me in 
following terms 

“Jacobus Tournebroche, you do not fat 
' note of what I have just expressly told y£ 
to wit, that what you call disorder is 
such in the opinion of laymen and juc'^ 

, 4 Iaw — ordinary and ecclesiastical — andji 



g on human laws, which are arbitrary - 
$1$, transitory, and, in a word, to follow these 
i^s is the act of a silly soul. A sensible man 
.oes not pride himself on acting according 
b the rules in force at the Chiitelet and at the 
> 1 . 

' He is uneasy about his salvation, and does 
.ot think himself dishonoured by going to 
lieaven by indirect ways as followed by the 
greatest saints. If the blessed Pelagic had" 
|not followed the same profession by which 
Jeannette, the hurdy-gurdy player you know, 
^'earned her living, under the portico of the 
^Church of Saint Benoit le Betournd, that saint 
pwoiild not have been compelled to do full and 
^copious penitence ; and it is extremely prob- 
|able that, after having lived in indifferent 
Sind banal chastity, she would not, at this very 
fpnoment I speak of her, be playing the psaltery 
gbefore the tabernacle where the Holy of Holies 
^reposes in his glory. Do you call disorder, 
j$so fine a regulation of a predestinated life ? 
Certainly not ! Leave such mean ways of 
^Dqech to the Superintendent of Police, who 
gter his death will hardly find the smallest 
jj!ce behind the unfortunates whom now 
carries ignominiously to the spittel. 
nd the loss of the soul and eternal 
ii&tion there can be no other disorders, 
ies or evils whatsoever in this perishable 
Sid, where one and all is to be ruled and 
ited with regard to a divine world. 
Jfess, Tournebroche, my boy, that acts 
□host reprehensible in the opinion of men 
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can lead to a good end, and do hot try^jf 
reconcile the justice of men with the justic 
of God, which alone is just, not in 'bii 
sense but with finality. And now, my bo yS 
you’ll greatly oblige nit* by looking int<|| 
Vossius for the signification of five or six* 
rather obscure words which the Panopolita 
employs, and wherewith one has to do battik 
in the darkness of that insidious manner which|_ 
astonished even the willing heart of AjaX^jl 
as reported by Homer, prince of poets ahd| 
historians. These ancient alchemists had sir- 
tough style. Manilius, may it not displease'^ 
M. d'Asterae, writes on the same subject^ 
with more elegance.” ^ 


Hardly had my tutor said these last words^ 
when a shadow arose between him and myself '..j 
It was that of M. d'Asterae, or rather it wa^j? 
M. d’Asterae himself, tliin and black like 
shadow. ^ 

It may be that he had not heard thai| 
talk, maybe In: disdained it, for certainly h<£j 
did not show any kind of resentment. 0: 
the contrary, he congratulated M. Ji 4 rdmel 
Coignard on liis zeal and knowledge, andf 
further said that he relied on his enlight^nf 
ment for the achievement of the grcatei|j 
work that man had ever attempted. i: ' J ' 
turning to me lie said : 

" Be so good as to come for a momeht^ 
my study, where I intend to make knowii v 
you a secret of consequence.” j; 

I went with him to the same room wheirt? 
had first received us, my tutor and mi 
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pn''tfie day we entered his service. I found ' 
where, exactly as on that occasion, ranged 
falong the walls, the ancient Egyptians with 
golden faces. A glass globe of the size of a 
pumpkin stood on the table. M. d’Asterac * 
rsank on a sofa, and signed to me to take a 
^eat near him, and having twice or thrice 
passed a hand covered with jewels and amulets 
^across his forehead said : 

*7 “ My son, 1 do not wish to injure you by 
.^believing that, after our conversation on the 
Stsle of Swans, you >1 ill doubt of the existence 
|df Sylphs an«l Salamanders, who are as real as 
ijnen and perhaps more so, if one measures 
Reality by the duration of flu: appearances by 
■.which it is displayed, their existence being 
Wery much longer than ours. Salamanders 
g£&ngc from century to century in unalterable 
^youth ; some of them have seen Noah, Moses 
taiid Pythagoras. The wealth of their re- 
* Collections and the. freshness of tlieir memory 
^fender their conversation attractive to the 
imtmost. It has been pretended that they gain 
^immortality in the arms of men, and that the 
hope of never dying led them into the beds of 
'£tS5e philosophers. lJut those arc fables unfit 
^'seduce a reflecting mind. All union of 
*Txes, far from ensuring immortality to lovers, 
£a : Tsign of death, and we could not know love 
ere we to live indefinitely. It could not be 
uierwise with the Salamanders, who look in 
yj 'arms of the wise for nothing else but for 
^single kind of immortality — that is, of 
' .face. It is also the only one which can be 




reasonably expected. And, much as I promiie| 
myself to prolong human life in a notable? 
manner — that is, to extend it over at. lease! 
five or six centuries — I have never flattered! 
myself to assure it perpetuity. It woul^ 
be insane to want to go against the established^ 
rules of nature. Therefore, my son, reject^ 
as a vain fable the idea of immortality to bej 
sucked in with a kiss. It is to the shame ; 
of more than one of the cabalists to have evet| 
conceived such an idea. But for all thatg 
it is quite evident that Salamanders are£ 
inclined to man’s love. You’ll soon ex-' 


pcrience it yourself. I have sulliciently pre-. 
pared you for a visit from them, and as, since"; 
the night of your initiation, you have not had. 
any impure intercourse with a woman you; 
will obtain Ihe reward of your cemtinency .” .% 
My natural candidness suffered by receiving: 
prais*- which I had merited against my own will,» 
and I wished to confess to M. d’Asterac my! 
guilty thoughts. But he did not give me timu 


to do so, and continued v'ith vivacity: ^ 

“ Nothing now remains for me, my son'll 
but to give you the key which opens thra 
empire of the genii. That is what I am goin g! 
to do at once." ;.V|g 

Rising he put a hand on the globe whisng 
covered one half of the table. . 

“ This globe,’’ lie said, “ is full of A. sctf||| 
pow T der which escapes being visible to yohjiaS 
its own purity. It is much too delicate t oTgj| 
seen by means of the coarse senses of- nfij B 
So comes it, my son, that the finest parfifdjjH 
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;thfe. universe are concealed from our sight and 
nteyeal themselves only to the learned, provided 
Sfith apparatus proper for this discovery. 
Thie rivers and the aerial landscapes, for 
Example, remain invisible, even as their 
aspect is a thousand times richer and more 
•Variegated than the most hcautiful terrestrial 
landscape. 

•/_ “ Know, (hen, that in this bowl is a solar 
powder superlatively proper to exalt the lire 
.We have within us. The ei'levt ol this ex- 
altation is imminent. It consists of a sublety 
of the senses allowing us to see and touch the 
aerial figures floating around u>. As soon as 
you have broken the seal which locks the 
.aperture of this globe, and inhaled the escaping 
solar powder, you will in this room discover 
;jt>ne or more creatures resembling women by 
the- system of curved outlines forming their 
^bodies, but much more beautiful than was 
;gver any woman, and who are in fact Sala- 
•manders. No doubt, the one I saw last year 
in your father’s cookshop will be the first one. 
ftp' appear here, to you, as she has a liking for 
you, and I strongly counsel you to hasten 
pEo' comply with her wishes. And now make 
jjypurself easy in that arm-chair, open the globe, 
jjjand gently inhale the contents. Very soon 
lypu.^will sec all I have announced to you 
ga tised, point by point. I leave you. Good- 

jlhAnd he disappeared in a manner which 
|§|j§i:' r strangely sudden. I remained alone 
Iprore that glass globe, hesitating to unlock it. 
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afraid lest some stupefying exhalation should^ 
escape from it. I thought that perhaps JO 
d’Asterac had put in it, as an artifice, some olfi 
those vapours which benumb those who inhale^ 
them and make them dream of Salamanders,! 
I was still not enough of a philosopher to be$ 
desirous of becoming happy by such means;.; 
Possibly , 1 said to myself, such vapours pre-i 
dispose to madness; and finally 1 became* 
defiant enough to think of going to the library** 
to ask advice of M. Jerome Coignard. But' 
I soon became aware that such would be aj.' 
needless trouble ; as soon a- T began to speak!, 
to him of solar powder and aerial genii he' 
would start: “ Jacques Toumobroche, le- 
member, my boy, that you must never put- 
faith in absurdities, but bring home to youct 
reason all matters except those of our holy\ 
religion. Stuff and nonsense all these globes* 
and powders, with all the other follies of thtfi 
cabala and the spagyiie arr.” 

I imagine.d ( could hear him talk like that* 
in the interval between two pinclies of snuff,? 
ancl 1 really did not know what to reply to; 
such a Christian speech. Oil the other handj-- 
I thought in advance of how puzzled I should* 
be to reply to M. d’Asterac when he inquirecfjj 
of me after new* of the Salamander. Whjaj| 
coidd I say ? How was I to avow my re^erjjcg 
and my abstention without betraying pi|| 
defiance and fear ? And after all, withoi^ 
being aware of it, I was cuiious to try" t ffij 
adventure. I am not credulous. Ony'tffa 
contrary I am marvellously inclined to dqil|j|| 
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ami by this inclination to brave common- 
sense, as well as evidence and everything else. 
Of the strangest things that may be told ine, 

I say to myself, “Why not ? ’’ This “ Why 
hot” wronged my natural intelligence in sight" 
’of that globe. This “ Why not ” pushed me 
towards credulity, and it may be interesting 
to remark, on this occasion, to believe in 
nothing means to believe in everything, 
and that the mind is not to be kept loo free’ 
and too vacant, for fear that commodities of 
extravagant form and weight should enter 
by a loophole, commodities of a kind which 
could not find room in minds reasonably and 
tolerably well furnished with belief. And 
While, with my hand on the wax seal, 1 
remembered what my mother had narrated 
;to me of the magic bottle, my “ Why not ” 
•whispered to me that perhaps, alter all, aerial 
•fairies may be visible through the dust of the 
sun. But as soon as this idea, having entered 
■into my mind, began to become easy therein, 
1. found it to be odd, absurd and grotesque. 
Ideas, when they impose themselves, very 
ipon become impudent. But few are apt to 
fbe; better than pleasant passers-by ; and, 
decidedly, this very one had somehow an air of 
jniadness. During the time f asked myself, 
* ’Sihall I open it ? " “ Shall 1 not ? ’’ the seal, 
S^iicjh I had held continuously between my 
H’essing fingers, broke suddenly in my hand, 
"bid the flagon was open. 

waited, I observed, I saw nothing, I felt 
Bgthmg. And I was disappointed, so much 
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the hope of stepping' out of nature is prop^ 
and ready to glide into our souls ! Nothing;^ 
Not even a vague or confused illusion, ar^ 
uncertain image ! What T had foreseen! 
occurred. What a deception ! I felt some-$ 
what vexed. Reclined in my arm-chair, I-j 
vowed to myself, before all the black-haired! 
Jig\ ptir.ns surrounding me, to close my soul; 
better in the future to the lies of the cabalists*; 1 
and once more recognised my dear teacher^; 
wisdom and resolved, like him, to be guided"; 
by reason in all matters not connected with! 


faith, Christian and Catholic. Expecting the'; 
visit of a lady Salamander, what silliness! 1 
Is it possible that Salamanders exist? But"; 
wliat is known about it, and “ Why not ? ” 
Since noon the air was heavy, now it became' 
stifling. Rendered torpid by long days Of*, 
quietness and seclusion, I felt a weight on* 
rny forehead and '.yes. The. approach of a-- 
thunderstorm lav heavy on me. I let my! 
arms hang down, and, with head thrown back,; 
and eyes closed, I glided into a doze full of| 


golden Egyptians and lustful shadows. In this* 
uncertain state the sense of love alone \Vaj§? 
alive in my body, like a fire in the night. Howi 
long it had lasted I could not say, when I was 
"awakened by a sound of light steps and tfi® 
rustling of a dre.-s. I opened my eyes aittl 
gave a great shout . " '.^3 

A marvellous creature stood before me, c&ff 
in black satin, a lace veil on her head — adj nB 
woman with blue eyes, of resolute feature^lfK 
juvenile and pure skin, round checks ahd~jw|| 
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% mouth animated as by an invisible kiss. The 
'0feho'rt skirt let little feet be seen, dancing, jolly, 
“'‘spirited feet. She held herself upright, but 
S', was round, somewhat thick-set, in her voluptu- 
fepus perfection. I'udcr the black velvet 
f'" ribbon round her threat a little square of her 
■J bosom was visible, brown, but dazzling. She 
• looked on me with an air of curiosity. T have 
said already how sleep had rendered me 
'amorous. 1 rose quickly, and stepped for- 
ward. 

• “ Excuse me,” she said, " 1 am looking for 
; .,M. d’Asterae.” 

I said to her : 


“ Madam, there is no M. d’Astornc.. There 
is you and 1 . 1 expeeted you. V011 are a 

y Salamander. 1 have opened the crystal llagon. 
IV You have come. You are mine.” 

I took her in my arms and covered with, 
kisses all places my lips could find uncovered 
£by her dress. 

•: She tore herself away and said : 

. “ You are mad.” 

4 : t“ That is quite natural,” I replied. ” Who 
“yin my place could remain sane ? ” 

§*' She lowered her eyes, blushed, and smiled, 
k-fell at her feet. 

As M. d’Astcrac is not here,” she said, ” I 
|ad better retire.” 

“ Remain ! ” 1 cried, and bolted the door. 
Do you know if lie will soon be back ? ” 

*■ “ No, madam ! He will not return for a long 
. ip. He left me alone with the Salamanders. 
|||ut I want one only, and that one is you.” 
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1 lifted her in my arms, carried her to : 
sofa, fell down on it with her, and smothered?^ 
her with kisses. I was out of my senses. SH^f 
screamed, I did not hear her ; she pushed 
back with outstretched hands; her finger*j§! 
nails scratched me all over, and her vain£> 
defence only excited my frenzy. 1 pressed, en-V 
laced her, she fell back worn out. Her mollwfS 
lied body gave way, she closed her eyes and/j? 
soon, in my triumph, her beautiful arms, re-!;; 
conciled, pressed me on her bosom. 

Released, alas ! from that delicious embrace, - -, 
we. looked at one another with surprise/? 
Occupied to gel up again d* cenlly she put her'? 
dress in order and remained silent. ? 

“ I Jove you," I said. What is your 4 
name ? M .*! 

I did not think h=*r to be a Salamander, and^ 
to say the truth never did think so. 'f. 

“ My name is jahel," she said. 'V. 

“ What ! you’re the niece of Mosaide ? 

“ Vos ; but keep ouiot. If he should'?, 
know ” 


“ What would ho do ? " <£_, 

“ Oli ! nothing to me— nothing. But ti 
you the worst. He dislikes Christians.” ,. ..'.j 
“And you?" 

“Ohl'f? I. dislike the. Jews." . Jjj 

“ Jahel, do you love, me a little ? " ' ^ 

“ ft seems to me, sir, that after what 
have just now said to one another, yotjj 
(question is an offence.” 

“ True, mademoiselle, but I try to obtaig 
forgiveness for a vivacity, an ardour, \whig| 
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i did not take the leisure to consult your senti- 
:Tnents.” 

ij, " Oh ! monsieur, do not make yourself out 
*to be more guilty Ilian you really are. All 
;your violence, and all your passion, would not 
: have served you at all, had I not found you 
'lovable. When l saw you sleeping in that 
arm-chair, I liked your looks, wailed for your 
' awakening — the rest you know.” 

As reply I gave her a kiss, she. env' it me 
back, what a kiss ! 1 fancied fresh-gathered 

strawberries melting in my mouth. My desire 
‘ revived and passionately 1 pressed her on my 
heart. 

" Tin’s time,” she said, “ be less hasty, and 
.do not think only of yourself. You must not 
: be. selfish in love. Young men do not suflici- 
.iently know that. Hut we teach them.” 

And we immersed ourselves in an unfathom- 


able depth of deliviousiKss. 

■ After that the divine Jahel asked of me : 

“ Have you a c omb ? 1 look like a 

, witch.” 

‘ “ Jahel,” 1 answered, ” 1 have no comb. 1 
id expected a Salamander. I adore you.” 
“•Adore me, dearest, but remain secret, 
fou do not know Mosaule.” 
p _, “ What, Jahel. Is he still so terrible as 
(hat, at the age of one hundred and thirty 
5 jrjKjirs, of which he has lived sixty-live inside 
pyramid ? ” 

£££'“ -I .see, my friend, that stories of my uncle 
ive been told you and that you were simple 
$Ugh to believe them. Nobody knows his 
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age ; I myself am ignorant of it, but f hayl 
always known him as an old man. I know onl^ 
that he is robust and of uncommon strength'! 
He has been a banker at Lisbon, where ,h$ 
killed a Christian lie surprised in the arms' .of 
my Aunt Myriam. lie took to flight, &ndj 
carried me with him. Since then lie loves nx$ : 
with the tenderness of a mother. He tells m© 
tilings that are told to little children onlyj' 
and lie cries when lie sees me asleep.” 

“ Do you live with him ? ” ■■ 

*' Yes, in the keeper’s lodge, at the other end 
of the park.” 

“ I know; you reach it by the lane where 
mandrakes are to be found. How is it that I 
did not meet you before ? By what sinister 
destiny, living so near you, have I lived with- 
out seeing you ? Bui what do I say, lived If 
Is it to live without knowing you ? Are yofi 
shut up in vonder lodge ? ” : 

“ It is true I am somewhat of a recluse, and 
cannot go for walks as I wish, to the shops, to 
theatres. Mosaide's tenderness does not leave 


me any liberty, lie guards me jealously, and: 
besides six small gold cups he brought witlt 
him from Lisbon, he loves but me on e^jrt^ 
As he is much more attached to me than fjlj 
was to my Aunt Myriam, he would kill yofii 
dear, with a better heart than he killed*:® 
Portuguese. I warn you so, to impress. tM 
necessity of discretion on you , and becaus©|§ 
is not a consideration which could sjtO^P 
brave gentleman. Are you of a good fikinufj 
my friend ? ” 
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■‘■‘Alas I 



no ; my father applies himself to 


mechanic art, and has a sort of trade.” 

And he is not of any of the professions ? 
)6es not belong to the* banking world ? 
|N.o ? It is a pity. Well you’re to be loved 
0 OV yourself. Rut speak the truth. Is M. 
vjjd’Asterac to be back shortly ? ” 

Hi At this name and question a terrible doubt 
£jcame in my mind. I suspected the enchanting 
vjahcl to have been sent by the cabahst to 
£.play the part of a Salamander wit h me. 1 went 
;'.-So far as to accuse her in my mind of being 
:i he nymph of that old fool. To obtain an 
^-immediate explanation 1 bluntly and coarsely 
■asked hu if she was in the habit of acting the 
^Salamander in the castle. 

“ I don’t understand you,” she replied. 



ftmania also, if X had not proved that you do 
share the aversion to women that he has. 
fHe cannot stand any female, and it is a real 
^annoyance to me to see and speak with hint. 
'Nevertheless I was looking for him when I 
“*ppd you.” 

jiOTheapleasure. of being reassured made, me 
Jlin smother her with kisses. 

&£>be managed to let me see that she had 
Iftck stockings which, over the knees, were 
up by garters ornamented with diamond 
jjipkles and that sight brought back my mind 
Ideas pleasant to her. Besides she entreated 
n the welcome subject with much ability 
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and fervour, and I was aware that she 
excited over the game at the very moment 
began to get fatigued from it. However';* 
did my best, and was fortunate enough 
spare the beautiful girl a disgrace whicl 
did not deserve in the least. It seemed' to^| 
me that she was not discontented with rae!| 
She rose, very quietly, and said : 

“ Do you really not know if M. d’Asterac'| 
will soon b'* back ? I confess to you that IS 
came to ask him for a small amount of the|f 
pension he owes to my uncle, a triile only. I«s 
very badly want it just now." . '■Ji 

1 took my purse out and handed her, with*? 
due excuses, the three crowns it contained.'# 
It was all that remained of the too rare\J 
liberalities of the cabalist who, professing t<p£> 
dislike money, unluckily forgot to pay me mjr|' 
salary. 

I asked Mademoiselle Jahol if I should not?} 
have the pleasure of seeing her again. " 

“ You will,” she replied. .■ 

And we agreed that she should ascend aiti 
night-time to my room whenever she coul«f| 
escape from the lodge, where she was prett$| 
nearly a prisoner. . • 

“Take care to remember,” I told he? 

“ that my room is the fourth on the right ’ 
the corridor and Abbe Coignard’s the fif’ 
The others give access to the lofts, where 
or three scullions lodge, and hundreds of 
She assured me that she. would be "${ 
careful not to make a mistake, and 
scratch on my door and not on any otheft 




^‘'Besides,” she continued, “ your Abb6 
?ignard seems to be a very good man, and 
flam pretty sure that we have in no way to be 
lid of him. I looked at him, through a 
feepholc, on the day he came with you to 
f |visit my uncle ! I thought him amiable, 
((•though I could not hear what he said. Princi- 
pally his nose I thought to be really ingenious 
and capable. A man with such a nose ought 
;,-to be full of expedients and I vorv mueh wish 
)to become acquainted with him. One can but 
■ better one’s mind by having intercourse with 
people of high spirit. I am only sorry that 
-my uncle was not pleased with his words and 
^scoffing humour. Mosaide hates him, and 
- of his capacity for hate no Christian can form 
/an idea.” 

“ Mademoiselle ” 1 replied, “Monsieur 

jjl’Abbe Jerome C.oignard is a very learned man, 
.and he has in addition philosophy and kind- 
ness. He knows the world, and you are quite 
(right in believing him to be a good counsellor. 
£1 regulate mvselt fully after his advice. Hut, 
gtell mo, did you see me also, on yonder day, 
"It the lodge, through the peephole vou spoke 
> ” 

*■ I saw you,” she said to me, “ and 1 will not 
Hide from you that 1 was pleased. But I 
niVSt return to my uncle. Good-bye.” 

^The same evening, after supper, M. d’Asterac 
Udnot fail to ask me for news of the Salamander. 
|£s' . curiosity troubled me somewhat. My 
fsYirer was that the meeting had surpassed all 

V expectations, but that I thought it my 

s' 
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duty to coniine myself to a discretion due 
such kind of adventures. "m 

“ That discretion, my son,” he said, “.rag 
not of so much use. in your case as you repre^ 
sent. Salamanders do not want their amours? 
to be kept secret, they are not ashamed o£$ 
them. One of those nymphs who loves 
does not know ol a sweeter pastime than fci$ 
engrave my initials enlaced with hers on thei 
bark of trees, as you can see for yourself by> 
examining the stems of live or six Scotch firs,^ 
the exquisite tops of which, you can see fromiv 
yonder windows. Hut have you not, my son.,-i 
learned that that kind of amour, truly sub- 5 
lime, far from leaving any fatigue behind, lends! 
to the heart a new vigour? I am sure that-; 
after what passed to-dav you’ 11 employ your;, 
night in translating at least sixty pages of^ 
Zosinnis the Panopo titan." ^ 

I confessed that on the contrary 1 felt very,' 
sleepy, which he explained by reason of the.'; 
astonishment produced by such a first meeting’: ; 
And so the. great mar. remained convinced thafej 


I had had intercourse with a Salamander. Jjf 
felt some scruples at deceiving him, but I was 1 /* 
compelled to do iL and, besides, he deceive® 
himself to such a degree that it was hardly! 
possible to add anything to his illusions. Sq| 
I ascended peacefully to my room, went raj 
bed, and blew the candle out at the end of ttyS 
most glorious day of my life. ' 



CHAPTER XVI 


; Jahel comes to my Room — Wliat the Abbe saw on the 
Stairs — 1 1 is Kncouulcr with Mosaidc 

/ 

Jahel kept Jut word. On tin: second day 
'after, she scratched at my door. We were a 
.great deal more comfortable in my room than 
£we had been in M. d’Aslerac’s study, and what 
•'had taken place at our first meeting was but 
■ child’:; play in comparison to what Jove 
^inspired us at our second opportunity. She 
Htore herself out of my arms at the dawn witli 
? a thousand oaths to join me again very soon, 
/.palling me her soui, her life, her dearest 
'^sweetheart. 

* That day I rose very late. When I reached 
Hhe library, my master was already sitting 
$Over the papyrus of Zosimus, liis pen in one 
|£and, his magnifj’ing-glass in the other, and 
^orthy of the admiration of anyone having 
|\j,e consideration for good literature. 

Jacques Touniebroche,” he said to me, 
,the principal difliculty of this reading consists 
i not a few of the letters being easily con- 
junded with others, and it is important for 
success of the deciphering to make a list 
“\.the characters lending themselves to 
it mistakes, because by not taking such 


NAii, 
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precautions wc are running the risk of 1 
ing the wrong terminations, to our eter 
shame and just vituperation. I have to-da^ 
already committed some ridiculous blunde 
It must have been because, since daybreak^ 
my mind has been troubled by what I saw?, 
last night, and of which L wili give you anj 
account. * 

“ 1 woke up in the morning twilight, and I; 
felt a longing for a glass of that light white? 
wine about which I made yesterday -my ; 
compliments to M. d’Asterac., if you remember.'. 
For there exists, my son, between white wine 
and the crowing of the cock a sympathy, 
doubtless dating from Noah’s lime, and I ani 
certain that if Saint Peter, in that sacred night 
he passed in the yard of the great high priest/ 
had lnul just n mouthful of Moselle claret or 
only wine of Orleans, he ne\er would have 
disowned Jesus Christ before? the cock crowed 
a second time. Hut in no sense, my boy* 
have, we to regret that bad action, it was of 
the utmost importance that the prophecies 
wore fulfilled, and if Peter, or Cephas, had not 
committed on that very night the worst of; 
infamies, he would not now be the greatest 
saint in heaven, and the corner-stone of ouf 
holy Church, to the confusion of honest 
according to the world, who have to see tl 
keys of their eternal bliss held by a dastaiid 
knave. O salutary example, which, drawil 
man out of the fallacious inspirations of hui 
honour, leads him on the road of salvatior 
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* r O\ masterly disposition of religion. O 
Mivine wisdom, exalting the meek and 
'^retched to the humiliation of the haughty ! 
£0 marvel ! O mystery ! To the eternal 
[shame of the Pharisees and lawyers, a common’ 
[mariner of the Lake of Tiberias, who by his 
'gross cowardice bad become the laughing- 
stock of llie kitchen wenches who warmed 
themselves with him in the courtyard of the 
high priest, a churl and a dastard, who denied'* 
his master and his faith before slatterns 


certainly not so pretty bv far as the chamber- 
maid of the bailiff's wife at Seez, wears the 
triple crown, the pontifical ring on his linger 
and rules over princes and bishops, over kings 
and emperors, is invested with the right to 
bind and loose ; the most respectable of men, 
'the most honest dame, cannot enter heaven 
? unless he gives them admission. 

“ But tell me, Tournebroche, my boy, at 
;what part of my narrative had I arrived 
"when I got muddled over that great Saint 
-Peter, the prince of apo.-tles ? If I remember 
'.•well I spoke to you of a glass of white wine 


£1 drank at daybreak. I came down to the 
ppantry in my shirt, and took out of a certain 
^clipboard , the key of which I had prudently 
gjeept by me the day before, a bottle, the con- 
sents of which I emptied with no little pleasure. 
^Afterwards reascending the stairs I met, 
ffefctween the second and third flights, a tiny 
pjtamsel clad as a pierrot, who descended the 


tteps. 


seemed to be mightily afraid. 
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and fled into the farthest Corner of the passage^ 
I followed her, caught her, took her in iny? 
arms, and kissed her in a sudden and irresist-^ 
ible outbreak of sympathy. Don't blame me,' 
my boy ; in my place you would have done as* 
much, perhaps more. It was a pretty girl, 
reminding me of the serving-maid of the 
bailiff’s wife, but with more vivacity in her.' 
looks. She did not dare to scream. She 
whispered breathless in inv ear: ‘ Leave me, 
leave me ; you’re mail ! ’ Look here, 
Tourncbrocho, [ still have the marks of her 
finger nails on my wrist. O that I could keep 
as vivid on my lips the impression of the kiss 
she gave me ! ” 

“ What, Monsieur Abbe,” I exclaimed, 
“ she gave you a kiss ? ’’ 

“ He sure, my boy, that in my place you 
would have had one Loo — that i^ to say, if 
you, as I did, seized the opportunity. I 
believe 1 told you that I held the damsel in 
close embrace. She tried to lly from me, she 
suppressed her screams, she murmured groans, 
‘ For heaven’s sake, ieave me ! It begins to be 
light, a moment more and I am lost.’ Her 
fears, her fright, her danger — who could be 
barbarous enough not to be affected by them ? 
I am not inhuman. 1 gave her freedom at t}i§ 
price of a kiss, which she gave me quickly^ 
On my word, I never enjoyed a more delicious 
one.” 

At this part of his tale, my dear tutprj 
raising his nose to sniff a pinch of spiKs 
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became aware of my confusion and pain, 
which he thought to be utter astonishment, 
and continued to say : 

“ Jacques Tournebroche, all that remains . 
for me to tell you will astonish you still more. 
To my regret I let the pretty girl go, but 
curiosity tempted me to follow her. I went 
down tlie stairs after her, saw her cross the 
lobby, go out by a little door opening on the ' 
fields in the direction where the park <‘xtends 
farthest, and run up the lane. I followed 
swiftly. 1 was quite sure that she would not 
go far, dressed as a pierrot and wearing a 
night-cap. She took the path wherein the 
mandrakes dwell. My curiosity doubled, and 
X followed her up to Mosaitle's iodge. At this 
moment the hideous Jew appeared at a window 
.in his dressing-gown and monstrous head- 
gear, like one of those figures who show 
.themselves at the stroke of noon, outside those 
old clocks more Gothic and more ridiculous 
than the churches wherein they are kept, for 
[the enjoyment of the. yokels and the profit 
/.of the beadle. 

1 . “ He discovered me, hidden as I was 
^behind the foliage, at the very moment when 

P tifiat pretty girl, fleet as Galatea, slipped into 
|§he lodge. It looked as if I had followed her 
®Hp in the manner, way and habit of those 
Utyrs of which we have spoken of late when 
gSoiiferring on the finest passages of Ovid, 
dress could but add to such resemblance 
id I tell you, my boy, that I wore only a 
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shirt ? Seeing me, Mosaide’s eyes vomitetjp 
fire. Out of his dirty yellow greatcoat hip 
drew a neat little stiletto and shook it through^ 
the window with ail arm in no way weighed! 
down by age. He roared bilingual curses on- ; 
ino. Yes, Tournebroche, my grammatical?-; 
knowledge authorises me to say that his* 
curses were bilingual, tliat Spanish, or rather. 1 
Portuguese, was mixed in them with Hebrew.' 
I went into a rage at not being able, to catch 1 , 
their exact sense, as I do not know these 
languages, although 1 can recognise them by- 
certain sounds which are frequent when they 
are spoken. It is very jx-^sible that he 
accused me of wanting to corrupt that girl,, 
whom I believe to be his niece Jahel, whom, 
as you will remember, AI. d’Asterac has.- 
repeatedly mentioned to 11 s. As such his in- 
vectives were rather ilattering to me, as I have: 
become, my boy, by the progress of age and' 
the fatigues of an agitated iifu, so that I cannot- 
aspiro any longer to the. love of juvenile 
maidens. Alas ! should i become u bishop.: 
that is a dish of which I shall never taste 
I am sorry foi it. Hut it is no good to be* 
closely attached to tin* perishable things pf; 
this world, and we are compelled to leaves? 
what leaves us. Accordingly Mosaidev? 
brandishing his stiletto, squalled out hi^ 
hoarse sounds mingled with sharp yelping^ 
in such a manner that I felt insulted,' as wetyl 
as vituperated, in a chant or song. Axup 
without flattering myself, my dear boy, fi 
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£3ua. say that I have been treated as a rake and 
Ta : seducer in a tune solemn and ceremonious. 


'When yonder Mosaulc brought his impreca- 
tions to an end, I endeavoured to let him have 
:my reply in two languages also. I replied in a 
/mixture of Latin and French that he was a 
■manslayer and a sacrilegist, who murdered 
rtiny babes and stabbed sacred hosts. The fresh 
morning wind blowing between niv naked 
.logs reminded me that I wore, a shirt only. 
I felt somewhat embarrassed, because it is 
evident, my boy, that a man without breeches 
is in a state highly inconvenient to speak of 
'.sacred truth, to confound error and to prevent 
crime. Withal I gave him a prodigious 
•sketch of Ills outrages, and 1 threatened him 
with the terrors of justice both human and 
divine.” 


“ What do you say, mv good master ? ” I 
nearly screamed, “ yonder Mosaldc, who has 
;such a pretty niece, kills new-born babes and 
•stabs hosts ? ” 


“ I don’t know anything about him,” M. 
gteOme Coignard replied, “ and besides cannot 
vknow it. But those crimes arc his, they are 
£6^ his race, and 1 can charge him with them 

K !: without, slandering him. L place on that 
ant’s back a iong array of flagitious 
ors. You cannot have remained 
nt of all that is said of the Jews and of 
lbominable rites. You may see. in an 
t cosmography of Munster in West- 
a drawing representing some Jews 
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mutilating a child, they are recognisable by 
the wheel or round of cloth they wear on the ___ 
clothes in sign of infamy. For all that, I d€ 
not believe these misdeeds to be of their daily 
and domestic use. I also doubt that the'^ 


majority of Israelites are inclined to outragcj| 
the holy wafers. To accuse them of doing sof.- 
would be to believe that they are as deeply!; 
convinced of the divinity of our Lord Jesus; 
Christ as we are ourselves. Sacrilege without'; 
faith is unbelievable, and the Jew who stabbed 1 
a host rendered by that very deed a sincere 1 
homage to the; truth of transubstantiation*. 
These are fables, my boy, to be left to the,, 
ignorant and, if I throw them in the face.- 
of that horrible. Mosa'ide, I do it less by. 
the counsels of sound criticism than by the..- 
impressive suggestions of resentment and! 
anger.” 

“ Oh ! sir,” I said, ” you might have con-, 
tented yourself with reproaching him for the; 
murder of the Portuguese! he killed in the' 
frenzy of his jealousy ; that certainly was 
murder.” 

“ What ! ” broke out my good master^ 
“ Mosa'ide has killed a Christian? He e i£j 
dangerous, my dear Tournebroche. You!Ui 
have to come to the same conclusion that 
have arrived at myself about this adventure^ 
It is quite certain that his niece is the mistre&i 
of M. d’Asterac, whose room she doubtless 
had just left when I met her on the stairs.' 

“ I am too religious a man not to be spjijra| 



|uh|Mo amiable a person comes of the Jewish 
IPI&&V' who crucified Jesus Christ. Alas ! do 
pfet doubt, my dear boy, that villain Mordecai 
Sfi the uncle of an Esther who does not need to 
jmiacerate six months in myrrh to become 
Worthy of the bed of a king. That old 
^sjf>agyric raven is not the man fit for such a 
tjb,eauty, and T am rather inclined to take an 
•^interest in her invself. 


“ Mosaule will have to hide her very secretly 

land carefully ; should she show herself once 

;only at the promenade or the theatre, she 

jr would have all the world at her feet on the 

^’following morning. Don’t you wish to see 

jftier. Tournehroclie ? ” 

* 

ji, I replied that I wished it very much. And 
fithen both of us drove deeper in our Greek. 




i L 



CHAPTER XVII 


Out«iclc Mademoiselle Catherine's House— We are invite 
in by M. d’Anquctil — The Supper— The Visit of-thef^ 
Owner and the horrible Consequences 

That evening my tutor anil I happened to bfijl 
in the Rue du Bac, and as it was rather warn£;<; 
M. Jerome Coignard said to me : : 

Jacques Tournebroche, my son, would& 



a pot of wine for two sous. 1 am rather short? 
of cash, my boy, and strongly suppose yoi iS 
to be no better off. M. d'Asterac, who^ 
possibly can make gold, does not give any tdijj 
his secretaries and servants, as we well know$f 
to our cost, you and 1. He leaves us in ■ sL^" 
lamentable state. I have never a penny'ijjN 
my pocket, and it will become necessary if*’ 
remedy that evil by industry and artifr 
It is a line thing Lo bear poverty with an e 
mind, like Epictetus of glorious memd: 
But it is an exercise I am tired of and.wb 
has become tedious by habit. I feel it is 
time for a change of virtue, and to insin 
myself into the possession of wealth wiT 
being possessed by it, which certainly is^i 
noblest state to be reached by the soul " 
philosopher. I shall feel myself obliged/,^ 



THE SUPPER 


163^ 


to earn profits of some kind to show 
jat my sagacity has not failed me during 
friy prosperity. I am in search of the means 
^b reach such an issue ; my mind is occupied 
^vsit, Tournebroclie.” 

Iff' And as my clear tutor spoke with a noble 
^distinction of that matter, we came near the 
"pretty dwelling wherein M. do la Gueritude 
pad lodged Mademoiselle Catherine. “You’ll 
■recognise it, she had said to me, by the roses 
’On the balcony.” There was not light enough 
-to see the roses, but I fancied I coukl smell 
fthem. Advancing a few yards I saw her at 
ithe window watering flowers. She recognised 
line, laughed, and throw me kisses with her 
^Cliubby little hand. Upon that a hand pass- 
ing' through the open window slapped her 
Jpieek. In her surprise she let the water jug 
Sjslip - out of her hand, it fell down into the 
Street, at a hair’s-breadth from my tutor’s 
vftead. The slapped beauty disappeared from 
|the window, and the ear-boxer appeared ] 
i-HeTeaned out and shouted : 


j“ Thank God, sir, you are not the Capuchin. 


tsi. 



5 cannot stand seeing my mistress throw 
ises to that stinking beast, who continually 
pMs under this window. For once I have 
to blush at her choice. You look quite 
/honest man, and I believe I have seen you 
‘ re. Do me the honour to conic up. 
hin a supper is prepared. You'll do me a 
^favour to partake of it, as well as the 
Yj Who has just had a pot of water throw'n 
’:liis head, and shakes himself like a wetted 



dog. After supper we’li have a game 'bf 
and at daybreak we’ll go hence to cut oi 
another’s throats. But that will be pure* 
and simply an act of civility and only to-;* 
you honour, sir, for, in truth, that girl is iialj 
worth the thrust of a sword. She is a hr 
I’ll never sec her any more.” t 

I recognised in the speaker, the Monsieur 
d’Anquetil whom I had seen a short time agw 
excite his followers so vehemently to spikgjf 
Friar Ange. Now he spoke with courtesjj! 
and treated me as a gentleman. I understood^ 
all the favour he conferred on me by his|t 
consent to cut my throat. Nor was my dea^ 
tutor less sensible of so much urbanity^ 
and after having shaken himself lie said tdf| 
me : ,3 

“ Jacques Tournebroche, my son, we cannot^ 
say nay to such a gracious invitaiion.” Vl! 

Already two lackeys had come down bear^5 
ing torches. They led us to a room wheqjj; 
a collation had been prepared on a table T*” 
up by wax candles burning in two silv 
candelabra. M. d’Anquetil invited us to' 
seated, and my good master tied his napl 
round his throat. He already had a thru 
on his fork when heart-rending sobs wefe!'; 
be heard. 

“ Don’t take any notice of yonder nof 
said M. d’Anquetil, “ it’s only Catherine , 1 
I have locked in that room.” 

“ Ah ! sir ; you must forgive her/ 
my kind-hearted tutor, looking sadly <ri! 
gold-brown toasted little bird on his 
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> ifie pleasantest meat tastes bitter when 
iasoiied with tears and moans. Could you 
,ye the heart to let a woman cry ? Reprieve 
i -one, I beg of you! Is she then so 
tamable for having thrown a kiss to my 
" mg pupil, who was her neighbour and 
fjcj&mpanion in the days of their common 
ptjiediocrity, at a time when this pretty girl’s 
Charms were only famous under the vine 
Jhrbour of the Little Bacchus ? It was but an 
%mocent action, as much so as a human, and 
[particularly a woman’s, action can ever be 
^ijnocent, and altogether free of the original 
ptain. Allow me also to say, sir, that jealousy 
fts'"- a Gothic sentiment, a sad reminder of 
^barbaric customs, which has no business to 
Survive in a delicate, well-born soul.” 

£$*. " Monsieur l’Abbe,” inquired M. d’Anquetil, 
^t.on what grounds do you presume me to be 
jealous ? I am not ! But 1 cannot stand a 
£$oman mocking me.” 

"We are play things of the. winds,” said 
mLy. tutor, and sighed. “ Everything laughs 
*8it£us, the sky, the stars, rain and shadow, 
^'phyr and light and woman. Let Catherine 
P .with us. She is pretty and will enliven 
stable. Whatever she may have done, 
F kiss and the rest, do not render her the 
^pleasant to look at. 'L'he infidelities of 
in do not spoil their beauty. Nature, 
pjed to adorn them, is indifferent to their 
i'j follow her, and forgive Catherine." 
^seconded my tutor’s entreaties, and M. 
k ‘^quetil consented to free the prisoner. 
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He went to the door of the room from whi 
the cries came, unlocked it, and 
Catherine, whose only reply was to redoul 
her wailing. 

“ Gentlemen,” her lover said to us, “ the] 
she is lying flat on her belly, her head plu: 
in the pillows, and at every sob raising 
rump ridiculously. Look at that. It is 
such we take so much trouble and commit ^ 
many absurdities ! Catherine, come to supper^' 

But Catherine did not move, and continued 
to cry. He pulled her by the arm, by t’ 
waist. She resisted. He became more pi 
ing, and said caressingly : 

“ Come, darling, get up.” 

But she was stubborn, would not ch; 
place, and stuck there, holding to pillows an< 
mattress. 

At last her lover lost patience, swore, 
shouted rudely : 

" Get up, slut ! ” 

At once she got up, and, smiling 
her tears, took his arm and came with liim 
the dining-room, looking the very pictured 
a happy victim. 

She sat down between M. d’Anquetil 
me, her head inclined on the shoulder of* 
lover the while her foot felt for mine 
the table. 

“ Gentlemen,” said our host, “ forgive^- 
vivacity, an impulse I cannot regret, bec&j 
it gives me the honour to entertain . 
this place. To say the truth, I cannot 
all the whims of this pretty girl, and. 


■.m 
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irivery suspicious since I surprised her with " 
ier Capuchin/' 

My dear friend,” Catherine said, pressing 
the same time her foot on mine, “ your . 
jealousy goes astray. You should know that 
jMhy.only liking is for M. Jacques.” 
v" “ She jests,” said M. d’Anquetil. 

Do not doubt of it,” said I. “It is 
$quite evident that she loves you, and you - 
J alone.” 

Without flattering myself, - ’ he replied, 
f /*I have somehow attracted her attachment. 
•iBut she is coquettish and fickle.” 

•?'. “Give me something to drink,” said the 
;abb6 

.-O' M. d’Anquetil passed him the demijohn 
-and exclaimed : 

j|j., “ By gad ! abb6, you who belong to the 
^Church, you’ll tell us why women love 
jifapuchins .” 

Hj'. M. Coignard wiped his lips and said : 
p"’ ■ “ The reason is that Capuchins love humbly, 
|;and never refuse anything. Another reason 
■‘jSrthat neither reflection nor courtesy weakens 
ijuieir natural instincts . Sir, yours is a generous 
e.” 

You do me too much honour,” replied M. 
P^Anquetil. “ It is M. de la Gufritude’s. I 
ai&ye taken his mistress. I may as well take 
Js. bottles.” 

Nothing is more equitable,” said my 
gator. “ I see, with pleasure, that you rise 
5 ve prejudices.” 

Do not praise me, abb6, more than I 
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deserve. My birth reiiders easy to me'%1 
may be difficult for the vulgar. A comment 
is compelled to have some restraint in all;h 
doings. He is tied down to rigid probity 
but a gentleman enjoys the honour of 
ing for his king and his pleasure, and 
not need to encumber himself with fool 
trifles. I have seen active service under 
-de Villars, and in the War of Succession!^ 
and have also run the risk of being killed;? 
without any reason in the battle of Parmabj 
The least you can do is to leave me free to'? 
lick my servants, to balk my creditors, and£ 
take, if it please me, the wives of my friends— 
likewise their mistresses.” '• 

“You speak nobly,” said my good master 
“ and you are careful to maintain the 1 :; 
prerogatives of the nobility.” 

" I have not,” replied M. d’Anquctil, “ those? 
scruples which intimidate the crowd of or-s 
dinary men, and which I consider good onl; ^ 
to stop the timorous and restrain t' 
wretched.” 

“ Well spoken ! ” said my tutor. 

“ I do not believe in virtue,” replied 
other. 

“ You’re right,” said my master a L 
“ With his quite peculiar shape, the hu: 
animal could not be virtuous without b 
somewhat deformed. Look, for an exam] 
on this pretty girl supping with us ; 
beautiful bosom, her marvellously rouqj 
form, and the rest. In what part of 
enchanting body could she lodge a gi 





'.so fiigi, so juicy, solid, and plump ! Virtue, 
ijce the raven, nests in ruins. Her dwellings 
"re- the' cavities and wrinkles of the human 
i>dy. I myself, sir, who, since my childhood, 
iaye meditated over the austere principles 
ibf .religion and philosophy, could not insinuate 
phto myself a minimum of virtue otherwise 
^ffian by means of constitutional flaws produced 
•;by sufferings and age. And ever more I 
^absorbed less virtue than priac. In doing 
;«o I got into the habit of addressing to the 
^Divine Creator of this world the following 
rpraycr : — ‘ My Lord, preserve me from virtue 
if it is to lead me from godliness.’ Ah ! 
^godliness ; tliis it is possible and necessary to 
^attain. That is our decent ending. May we 
freach it some day ! In the meantime, give 
"me something to drink.” 

“I’ll confess,” said M. d’Anquetil, “that 
§P.do not believe in a God.” 

£.'• “ Now, for once, sir, I must blame you,” 
laid the abbe. “ One must believe in God, 
£nd all the truths of our holy religion.” 

S^'M. d’Anquctil protested. 

^ ” You make game of us, abb6, and take us to 
worse ninnies than wo really are. As I have 
*ud, I do not believe either in God or devil, 
Sid I never go to Mass — the king’s Mass alone 
jncqepted. The sermons of the priests are 
^Jties for old women, bearable, perhaps, in 
ph. times as when my grandmother saw the 
IpS’ de Clioisy, dressed as a woman, dis-.. 

‘ Sutq the holy bread at the Church of Saint '* 



may have been religion ; to-day there is noir 
thank God ! ” 

“ By all the saints and all the devils^ 
don’t speak like that, my friend,” exclaimec^ 
Catherine. ‘‘As sure as that pie stands opj 
this table God exists ! And if you want .ajj 
proof of it, let me say, that when, last yfearj* 
on a certain day, I was in direfid distress and,' 
penury, I went, on the advice of Friar Ange/ 
to bum a wax candle in the Church of the£ 
Capuchins, and on the following I met M.» 
de la Gueritude at the promenade, who gave 
me this house, with all Hie furniture it, 
contains, the cellar full of wine, some of 
which we enjoy to-night, and sufficient money 
to live honestly.” 

“Fie! Fie!” said M. d’Anquetil, “ the 
idiot makes God Almighty interfere in dirty 
affairs. This shocks and wounds one’s feel- 
ings, even if one is an atheist.” 

“ My dear sir,” said my good tutor, “ it isi 
a great deal better to compromise God irir 
dirty business, as does that simple-minded; 
girl, than, as you do, to chase Him out of th&| 
world He has created. If He has not expressly! 
sent that burly contractor to Catherine, itis 
creature, lie at least suffered her to meet hiimj 
We are ignorant of His ways, and what, tins 
simpleton says contains more truth, maym 
mixed and alloyed with blasphemy, than ^T 
the vain words a reprobate draws out of . 
emptiness of his heart. Nothing is m| 
despicable than the libertinism of mind^Jf 
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itpe youth of Our days make a show of. Your ' > 
ijvords make me shiver. Am I to reply to 
•them by proofs out of the Holy Scriptures 
and the writings of the fathers ? Shall I make, 
.you hear God speaking to the patriarchs and 
'.to the prophets : Si locutus est Abraham et 
semini ejus in seecula ? Shall 1 spread out 
before you the traditions of the Church ? 
Invoke against you the authority of both 
‘Testaments ? Blind you with Christ’s 
miracles, and His words as miraculous as His 
deeds ? No ! I will not arm myself with 
those holy weapons. I fear too much to 
pollute them in such a fight, which is not at all 
solemn. In her prudence the Church warns 
us not to risk turning edification into a 
scandal. Therefore I will not speak, sir, of 
that wherewith I have been fed on the steps 
of sanctuaries. But, without violating +he 
chaste modesty of my soul, and without 
exposing to profanation the sacred mysteries. 
I’ll show you God overawing human reason. I’ll 
show you it by the philosophy of pagans, and 
jby the tittle-tattle of ungodly persons. Yes, 
"sir. I’ll make you avow that you recognise 
! : JIim, against your own free will. Much as you 
. want to pretend He does not exist you cannot 
‘.but agree that, if a certain order prevails in 
i-this world, such order is divine — flow's out of 

E ' 1 ' 1 '’* ! spring and fountain of all order.” 

‘ I agree,” replied M. d’Anquetil, reclining 
his arm-chair and fondling his finely shaped 
ves. 

.■‘Therefore, take care,” said my good- 
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tutor. “When you say that God does not* 
exist what else are you doing but linking jj 
thought, directing reason, and manifesting^, 
in your innermost soul, the principle of alia 
thought, and all reason, which is God ? Is it.-, 
possible only to attempt to establish that He ' : 
is not, without illuminating, by the most, 
paltry reasoning, which still is reasoning, . 
some remains of the harmony He has 
established in the universe ? ” 

“Abbe,” replied M. d’Anquetil, “you are 
a humorous sophist. It is well known in our 
days that this world is the work of chance, 
and it is superfluous to speak of a providence, 
since natural philosophers have discovered, 
by means of their telescope*, that winged 
frogs are living on the moon.” 

“ Well, sir,” replied my good master, “ I 
am in no way angry that winged frogs are 
living on the moon ; such kind of marsh-birds 
are very worth v inhabitants of a world which 
has not been sanctified by the blood of our 
Lord Jesus Christ. True, we only know the 
minor part of the universe, and it is quite 
possible, as M. d'Astc-rac says— who is a bit 
of a fool — that this earth is no more thaq. 
a spot of mud in the infinity of worlds.- 
May be the astronomer Copernicus was not. 
altogether dreaming when he taught that,..- 
mathematically, the earth is not the centre of.-' 
creation. I have also read that an Italian;/ 
of the name of Galileo, who died miserably,*; 
shared Copernicus’ opinion, and in our day^j 
we see little M. de Fontcnelle entertaining^ 
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the same ideas. But all this is but a vain. ' 
^imagination, fit only to unhinge weak minds. 
?-What does it matter if the physical world is 
' larger or smaller, of one shape or another ? 
It is quite sufficient that it can be duly con- 
sidered only by intelligence and reason for 
.God to be manifest therein. 

«“ If a wise man’s meditations could be 
of some use to you, sir, I will inform you how 

• such proof of God’s existence, better than the 
■' proof of St Anselm, and quite independent 

of that resulting from Revelation, appeared 
to me suddenly in unclouded limpidity. It 
was at See/, live and twenty years ago 
when I was the bishop’s librarian. The 
gallery windows opened on a courtyard 
where, every morning, I saw a kitchen wench 
?.lcan the saucepans. She was young, tall, 
..turdy. A slight down, ahadowlike, over her 
lips lent an irritating and proud graceiulness 
to her countenance. Her entangled hair, 
meagre bosom, and long, naked arms were 
worthy of an Adonis or a Diana. She was of 
, a boyish beauty. I loved her for it, loved her 
.strong, red hands. All in all that girl evoked 
, in me a longing as rude and brutal as herself. 

You know how imperious such longings are. 

■ I made her understand by sign and word. 

'. Without the slightest hesitation she quickly 
Viet me know that my longings were, not 
^stronger than hers, and appointed the very 

* next night for a meeting, to take place in the 
■'-loft, where she slept on the hay, by gracious ; 
^permission of the bishop, whose saucepans 



- 174 ' ' * r .‘?vxEns;' ‘ : q tnEikKr *’ p£r> 

she cleaned. Impatiently I waited for the. 5 
night. When at last her shadow covered'/, 
the earth I climbed, by means of a ladder,?? 
to the loft, where the girl expected me. My ' 
first thought was to embrace her, my second ., 
to admire the links which brought me into;/ 
her arms. For, sir, a young ecclesiastic — a ' 
kitchen wench — a ladder — a bundle of hay.- 
What a train ! What regulation ! What a con- - 
course of pre-established harmonies ! What a ; 
concatenation of cause and effect ! What a* 
proof of God’s existence ! I was strangely 
struck by it, and mightily glad 1 am to be able 
to add this profane demonstration to the 
reasons furnished by theology, which are, 
however, amply sufficient." 

“ Abbe,” said Catherine, " the only weak 
point in your story is that the girl had a 
meagre bosom. A woman without breasts 
is like a bed without pillows. Hut don’t you 
know, d’Ancjuetil, what we might do ? ” 

“ Yes,” said he, “ play a game of ombre, 
which is played by three." 

“ If you will," she said. “ But, dear, 
have the pipes brought in. Nothing is- 
pleasanter than to smoke a pipe of tobacco') 
when drinking wine.” * v 

A lackey brought the cards and pipes,* 
which we lit. Soon the room was full of dense| 
■ smoke, wherein our host and the AbW& 
Coignard played gravely at piquet. aj 

Luck followed my dear tutor up to the| 
moment when M. d’Anquetil, fancying h&jj 
saw him for the third time score fifty-five! 
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SjfrHeii he had only made forty points, called 
mim a Greek, a villainous trickster, a Knight 
pi Transylvania, and threw a bottle at his head, 
§which broke on the table, flooding it with 
?wine. 


?■’ " Well, sir,” said the abb6, “ you’ll have to 
■take the trouble to open another bottle : 
;we are thirsty.” 

" With pleasure,” replied M. d’Anquetil. 
j" But, abb<S, know that a gentleman docs not 
mark points he has not made, and docs not 
cheat at cards except at the king's card- 
table, round which all sorts of people arc 
assembled, to whom one owes nothing. On 
any other table it. is a vile action. Abbe, 
say, do you want to be. looked on as an 
adventurer ? ” 


“ It is remarkable,” said my good tutor, 
“ that you blame at cards or dice a practice 
so much commended in the art of war, politics 
'and trade ; in each of these people glorify 
.’themselves by correcting the. injuries of 
.fortune 4 . It is not that I do not pique myself 
■'■On honesty when playing at cards. Thank 
^jjodfj I always play straight, and you must 
$nave -been dreaming, sir, when you fancied 
gthad marked points I did not make. Had it 
|been otherwise, I would appeal to the example 
Riven by the blessed Bishop of Geneva, who 
fpid not scruple to cheat at cards. But I 
paiinot defend myself against the reflection 
Splat at play men are much more sensitive 
g jl ian in serious business, and that they employ 
Phe whole of their probity at the backgammon 
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board, where it incommodes them but. iifiti 
differently, whereas they put it entirely in thej 
background in a battle or a treaty of peace^l 
where it would be troublesome. Polyamus, sirj 
has written, in the Greek language a book oruj 
Stratagems, wherein is shown to what excels; 
deceit is pushed by the great leaders.” 

“Abbe.” said M. d’Anquetil, “1 have not 
ivad 3 T our Polya;nus, and do not think I ever, 
shall read him. But, like every true? 
gentleman, I nave been to the wars. I have 
served the king for eighteen months. It is- 
the noblest of all professions. I’ll tell you 
exactly what war is. I may tell the secret of 
it, as nobody is present to listen but yourself, 
some bottles, yonder gentleman whom I 
intend to kill very shortly, and that girl, who 
begins to undress herself.” 

“ Yes,” said Catherine, “ I undress, and will 
keep only my chemise on, because L feel too, 
hot.” ‘ 


“ Well then,” M. d’Anquctil continued^ 
“ whatever may be punted of it in the gazettes," 
war consists, above all tilings, of stealing 
the pigs and chickens of peasants. Soldiers 


in the field have no other occupation. .Jt 

“ You are right,” said M. Coignard, “ and‘ii| 
days of yore it was the saying in Gaul that thfij 
soldiers’ best friend was Madame Maraudings 
But I beg of you not to kill my pupil, Jacques 
Toumebrochc.” :?--3 

“Abb 6,” replied M. d’Anquetil, " hon^S 
compels me to do it.” 

“ Ouf ! ” exclaimed Catherine, arrangjafg 
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|jtiielace,of her chemise on her bosom. “ Now ' 
:;i feel easier.” 

<£;;”But my kind-hearted tutor went on : 

Ly “ Sir, Jacques Tourncbroche is very useful 
§o me for the translation, I have undertaken, 
ijgjf Zosimus the Panopolilan. I would give 
lyou many thanks not to tight him before 
^the finishing touch has been given to that 
\ grand work.” 

“To the deuce with your Zosimus,” said 
;-M. d’Anquetil. 11 To the deuce with him ! 

| Do you hear, abbe ! I’ll send him to the deuce, 

•' as a king would do with his first mistress.” 

And he sang : 


*' L’tmr dresser mi jcuno coiimcr 
Ki ralTcrmir sur lVtrier 
-- 11 lui fallaii line mulicVc 

I-aiiv Jail laire.*’- 

“What’s that Zosimus ? ” 

“ Zosimus, sir, Zosimus of Panopolis, was 
>a learned Greek, who nourished at Alexandria 
yin r the third century of the Christian era, 
/ and wrote treatises on the spagyric art.” 

| * “ Do you fancy it matters to me ? Why 
|do you translate it ? 

11 Uatlnns le for quand il cst chaud 
Dil-Hlc, on faisaiu sonnor haut 
I.o linni do sultan premise 
Laire lan laire." 


Sir/' said my dear tutor, “ I quite agree 
Sl^th you ; there is no practical utility in it, 
£hcl by it the course of the world will not 
p!/* changed in the slightest. But making 
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clearer by annotations and comments thLS^ 
treatise, which that Greek compiled for 

sister Theosebia ■” 

Catherine interrupted him by singing in 
high-pitched voice : 


v Je veux cn dtpit des jaloux 
Qu’on -fassc due rnon epoux 
Lasse de le voir secretaire 
Lairc lan lairc.’ a 

■ i* 

And my tutor continued : . >i 

“ — I contribute to the treasure of know-- 
ledge gathered by erudite men, and bring', 
forward one stone of my own for a monument 
to true history, which is a b« tter one than the : j 
chronicles of wars and treaties ; for, sir, the 1 ! 

nobility of man ” 

Catherine continued to sing : 


?l Jc sais bien qu’on munnurera 
Quo Paris nous chanson ucra 
Mais tant pis-pour Lc sot vulgaire 
Lairo lu:i lairc .’ 1 



And my dear tutor went on : ■' 

“ — is thought. And concerning that, iff 
is not indifferent to know what idea the$ 
Egyptians had formed of the nature of meta 
and the qualities of the primitive substantial 
The Abbe J drome Coignard, having cox*™ 
to the end of his discourse, emptied a 
glass of wine, while Catherine sang again 


" Par l’6p6c on par le lourreau 
Dcvenir due cst ton jours beau 
II n’importc la manifere 
Lairc lan laire.”- 




* “Abb6,” said M. d’Anquetil, “you do not 
ichink, and in spite of such abstinence you 
jlose your reason. In Italy, during the War 
3rf Succession, I was under the orders of a 
brigadier who translated Polybius. But he 
^was an idiot. Why translate Zosimus ? ” 

“ If you want my true reason," replied 
-the abbd, “ because I find some sensuality 
In it.” 


f “ That’s something like ! ” protested M. ■ 
'd’Anquetil. “ But in what can M. Tourne- 
broche, who at this moment is caressing my 
; mistress, assist you ? ” 

■' “ With the knowledge of Greek I have 
given him.” 

M. d’Anquetil turned round to me and 
.said : 

£ “ What, sir, you know Greek ! You are not 
..then a gentleman ? ” 

{;■' “ No, sir,” I replied, “ I am not. My 
■father is the banner-bearer of the Guild of 


■Parisian Cooks.” 


■“ Well, under such conditions it is im- 
hpossible for me to kill you. Kindly accept 
phy excuses. But, abbe, you don’t drink. 
I&ou imposed upon me. I believed you to 
Ibe ti real good tippler, and wished you to 
ffjj fe come my chaplain as soon as I could set 
Inip my own establishment.” 

^ However, M. Coignard did drink all that 
f|ne bottle contained, and Catherine, inclining 
ferae, whispered in my ear : 

|||*'*. Jacques, I feel that I shall never love 
MJtane but you." 
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These words spoken, by a really flue womanj| 
clad in no other wrapper than a chemical 
troubled me to the extreme. Catherine endeql 
by fuddling me entirely, by making me drin^f 
out of her own glass, an "action passing. unt4? 
observed in the confusion of a supper whiejp 
had overheated the heads of us all. . . -i| 

M. d’Anquctil knocked off the neck of. 4- 
bottle on the corner of the table and filled/ 
our bumpers ; from this mojuent on, I canno'fj 
give a reliable account of what was said and: 
done around me. One incident I remembers.' 


Catherine treacherously emptying her glass* 
into her lover’s neck, between the nape and 
the collar of his coat ; and M. d’Anquetifi 
retorting by pouring the contents of two or' 
three bottles over the girl. Wealing nothing 
beyond her chemise, it changed Catherine 
into a kind of mythological figure of ,’a^ 
humid species like, nymphs and naiads. Shfei 
cried herself into a rage and twisted in con-** 
vulsions. . . : Jt 


At that very moment, in the silence of thft 
night, we heard knocks at the house door$ 
We became suddenly motionless and dumb/ 
like people bewitched. . jjjj 

The knocks soon redoubled in strength ajf$ 
frequency. M. d’Anciuetil was the first^H 
break the silence by questioning himself alaulra 
swearing horribly the while, who the deuce tfii 
pesterers could be. My good tutor, to wiiaju 
the most ordinary circumstances often inspij^S 
admirable maxims, rose and said with unc^S 
and gravity : 
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What does it matter whose hand knocks 
lip violently at closed doors for a vulgar, 
perhaps ridiculous, reason ? l)o not let us 
peek to know, and consider them as knocking . 
f^n the door of our hardened and corrupted 
££puls. At each knock let us say to ourselves : 
j£This one is to give us notice to amend and 
$think on the salvation we neglect in the 
^turmoil of our pleasures, that other one is 
fjo remind us of eternity. In tlial way we 
fShall draw' the utmost profit out of an 
'‘incident which, after all, is as paltry as it is 
'frivolous.” 

A “ You’re humorous, abbe,” said M. 
id’Anauetil ; “ to judge by the sturdiness of 
;;their knocks, they’ll burst the door open.” 

And as a fact the knocker resounded like 
^thunder. 

£•- " They arc robbers,” exclaimed the soaked 
#girl. “ Jesus ! We shall be massacred ; it is 
&pur chastisement for having sent, away the 
^little friar. Many times I have told you, M. 
^d’Anquetil, that misfortune comes to houses 

i i which a Capuchin has been driven.” 

Hear the stupid ! ” replied M. d’Anquetil. 
rat damned monk makes her believe any 
ecility he chooses to dish her up. Thieves 
Id be more polite, or at least more discreet, 
ther think it is the watch.” 

The watch ! Worse and worse,” said 
herine. 

Bah ! ” M. d’Anquetil exclaimed, " we’ll 
them.” 

[y dear tutor took the precaution to put 
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one bottle in one of his pockets, and as 
equipoise another bottle in the other pockef| 
The house shook all over from the furior" 
knocks. M. d’Anquetil, whose milit; 
qualities were aroused by the knocker’s" ojfij 
slaught, after reconnoitring, exclaimed : . w 

" Ab ! Ah ! Ah ! Do you know whet-g 
knocks ? It is M. de la Gueritude with his^ 
full-bottomed periwig and two big flunkeys'* 
carrying lighted torches.” . 

" That’s" not possible,” said Catherine, “ at| 
this very moment he is in bed with his old| 
woman.” . 71 

“ Then it is his ghost,” said M. d’Anquetil.-.- 
“ And the ghost also wears his periwig, which* 
is so ridiculous that any self-respecting spectre/ 
would refuse to copy it.” ^ 

“ Do you speak the truth, and not jeer ait^ 
me ? ” asked Catherine. " Is it really M. dje-f 
la Gudritude ? ” /;'(■ 

“ It’s himself, Catherine, if I may believe^ 
my own eyes.” \ 

“ Then I am lost ! ” exclaimed the poqi";; 
girl. “ Women are indeed unhappy ! The'" ' 
are never left in peace. What will beca: 
of me ? Would you not hide, gentlemen,. - 
some of the cupboards ? ” 

"That could be done,” said M. J6rdjg| 
Coignard, " as far as we arc concerned,, .tj) 
how arc we to hide all those empty bott# 
mostly smashed, or at least broken ne< 
the remains of that demijohn M. d’ Anqu< , 
threw at me ; that tablecloth ; those plWtA 
candelabra and mademoiselle’s chemise, wl ‘ 
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3h its soaked state is nothing but a transparent ’ 
:yeil encircling her beauty ? ” 

“ It is true,” said Catherine, " yonder idiot 
ihas drenched my chemise, and I am catching 
\cold. But listen. Perhaps M. d’Anquetil' 
'Could hide in the top room, and I would make 
•the abb6 my uncle and Jacques my brother.” 

• "No good at all,” said M. d' Anquetil. “ I'll 

* go myself and kindly ask M. de la Gudritude 
'to have supper with us.” 

We urged him, all of us — my tutor, 
Catherine and I — to keep quiet ; we entreated 
him, hung on his neck. It was useless. He 
got hold of a candelabra and descended the 
stairs. Trembling we followed him. He un- 
locked the door. M. de la Gucritude was 
-there, exactly as M. d’Anquetil had described 
him, with his periwig, between two flunkeys 
bearing torches. M. d’Anquetil saluted with 
the utmost correctness and said : 

" Accord us the favour to come in, sir. 
You’ll find some persons as amiable as singular. 
.Toumebroclic, to whom Mam’selle Catherine 
i throws kisses from the window, and a priest 
i; who believes in God.” 
p Wherewith he bowed respectfully. 

| *111. de la Gucritude was of the dry sort, 
gjrery tall, and little inclined to the enjoyment 
jxif a joke. That of M. d’Anquetil provoked 
0im strongly, and his anger rose when he saw 
fifty good tutor, one bottle in hand and two 
peeping out of his pockets, and by the look 
|of Catherine with her wet chemise sticking to- 
pier body. 
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“ Young man,” he said in an icy fit d|j 
passion to M. d’Anquetil, “ I have the honour^ 
to know your father, of whom I will inquu^j 
not later than to-morrow, the name of the£ 
town to which the king shall send you tps 
meditate over the shame of your behaviour 
and impertinence. That worthy nobleman^’ 
to whom I have lent some' money I do not 
reclaim , can refuse me notin' ng. And our well-^ 
beloved Prince, who is in precisely the same 
position as your father, has always a kindness 
for me. Consider it a matter done. I have, 
settled, thank God, others more difficult. 
Now as to that lady yonder, of whom neither' 
repentance nor improvement can be expected. 
1*11 say to-morrow, before noon, two words 
to the Lieutenant of Police, whom I know to- 
be well disposed, to send her to the spittel.- 
I have; nothing else to say to you. This house 
is my property, I have paid for it and T intend, 
to enter when 1 like.” Then, turning to his 
flunkeys, anti pointing out, my tutor and 
myself, with his walking stick, ho said : 

“ Throw these two drunkards out.” ' , 

M. J <3r6me Coignard was commonly of aq 
exemplary forbearance, and he used to say 
that he. owed his gentleness to the vicissitude^ 
of life ; chance having treated him as th$ 
sea treats the pebbles — that is, polishing then)! 
by means of the rolling of flood and ebb. ijd 
could easily stand insults, as much by Christiml 
spirit as by philosophy. But what helped Hip 
best thereto was his deep-rooted contempt 
of mankind, not excepting himself. HoweVel 





: $or once he lost all measure and forgot all 
-prudence. 

“ Hold your tongue, vile publican,” lie 
shouted and brandished a bottle like a crow- 
bar. “ If yonder rascals dare to approach 
,me I’ll smash their heads, to teach them 
respect for my cloth, which proves in an 
Sample way my sacred calling.” 

In the faint glimmer of the torches, shiny 
'.from sweat, his eyes starting nut of their 
sockets, his coat unbuttoned, and his big 
.belly half out of his breeches, he looked a 
fellow not easy to be got rid of. The lackeys 
hesitated. 


' “Out with him, out with him,” shouted M. de 
laGu6ritude; “out with this bag of wine! Can’t 
• you sec that all you have to do is to push him 
■ in the gutter, where he’ll remain till the 
r scavengers throw him into the dustcart ? 
I would throw him out myself were I not afraid 
to pollute my clothes.” 

My good tutor Hew into a passion, and 
^shouted in a voice worthy to sound in a 


^hurch : 

fc' “ You odious money-monger, infamous 
^-partisan, barbarous evildoer, you pretend 
St It is house to be yours ? So that everyone 
ipnay know it belongs to you, inscribe on the 
pdoor the gosjiel word Accldema , which in our 
§|anguage moans Bloodmoney. And then 
EpPeTL let the master enter his dwelling, 'lliief, 
flftibber, murderer, write with the piece of 
gebarcoal I throw in your face, write with your 
flown' filthy hand, on the floor, your title deed. 
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Bloodmoney of the widow and orphans, bloody 
money of the just. Aceldema. If not, out with! 
you, man of quantities ! We’ll remain.” ' 

M. de la Gudritude had never in his life? 
heard anything of this sort, and thought he; 
had to deal with a madman, as one might: 
easily suppose, and, more for defence than'- 
attack, he raised his big stick. My good tutor/' 
out of his senses, threw a bottle at the head : 
of the contractor, who fell headlong on the', 
floor, howling, “ lie has killed me ! ” And 
as he was swimming in red wine he really 
looked as though murdered. Both the. 
flunkeys wanted to throw themselves on the 
murderer, and one of them, a burly fellow,* 
tried to grasp him, when M. Coignard gave the 
fellow’ such a butt that he rolled in the stream 
beside the financier. 

Unluckily he rose quickly, and, arming, 
himself with a still burning torch, jumped 
into the passage, where bad luck aw’aited him. 
My good master w'as no longer there ; he had:- 
taken to his heels. But M. d’Ancjuetil was' 
still there with Catherine, and he it was whoj 
received the burning torch on his forehead^ 
an outrage he could not stand. He drew hiss 
sword, and drove it to the hilt in the unlucky^ 
knave’s stomach, teaching him, at his owiii 
expense, how fatal it may be to attack ,a£ 
gentleman. Now M. Coignard had not gqj| 
twenty yards away from the house when th& 
other lackey, a tall fellow, with the limbs '<M 
a daddy-longlegs, ran after him, shouting fog 
the guard. 
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'■ “Stop him! Stop him!” The footman 
^ran faster than the abbe, and we could see him, 
pjflLt the comer of the Rue Saint Guillaume, ex- 
' tending his arms to catch M. Coignard by the 

• collar of his gown. But my dear tutor, who 
‘ had more than one trick, veering abruptly, 
.got behind the fellow, tripped him up, and 
■’ sent him on to a stone post, where he got 

his head broken. It was done before M. 

' d’Anquetil and I, running to the abb6’s assist- 
ance, could reach him. We could not leave 
M. Coignard in this pressing danger. 

“ Abb6,” said M. d’Anquetil, “ give me your 
hand. You’re a gallant man.” 

“ I really cannot help thinking,” my good 

• master replied, “ that I have been somewhat 
. murderously inclined ; but I am not cruel 

enough to be proud of it. I am quite satisfied 
so long as I am not reproached too vehemently. 
Such violence does not lie in my habits, and 
as you can see, sir, I am better fitted to lecture 
from the chair of a college on belles-lettres 
than I am to fight with lackeys at the corner of 
, street. 1 * 

& ' “ Oh ! ” replied M. d’Anquctil, “ that’s not 
\ the worst of the whole business. I fully 
«■ Relieve you have knocked the Farmer-general 
$ on the head.” 

i : ; . “ Is it true ? ” questioned the abbe. 
g “As true as that I have perforated with my 
sWord yonder scoundrel’s tripes.” 

Under such circumstances we ought to 
pardon of God, to whom alone we are 
^responsible for the blood shed by us, and 



±88 THE : QUEEN PEDAUQU& 

secondly to hasten to the nearest fountain^| 
there to wash ourselves, because I perceive^ 
that my nose is bleeding.” ’ • 

“ Right you are, abbe,” said M. d’ Anquetil ; ■■ 
" for the blackguard now dying in the gutters 
has cut niv forehead. What an impertinence l” 

“ Forgive him,” said the abbe, “ as you wish!: 
to be forgiven yourself. ’ ’ . 

At the place where the Rue de .Bac loses ' 
itself in the fields, we fortunately found along 
the wall of a hospital a little bronze Triton,’- 
shooting a spirt of water into a stone tub. 
We stopped to wash and drink, for our 
throats were dry. 

“ What have we done,” said iny master, 
“ and how could I have lost my temper, usually.’ 
so peaceable ? True men must not be judged 
by tlieir deeds, which depend on circumstances, 
but rather, on the example of God our .Father, 
by their secret thoughts anti deepest in- 
tentions.” 

” And Catherine,” I asked, “ what has 
become of her through this horrible ad- 
venture ? ” 

“ I left her,” was M. d’AnquetiPs answer,": 
" breathing into the mouth of her financier, toj 
revive him. But she had better save her breath.i 
I know La Gutfritude. Ho is pitiless. 
send her to the spittel, perhaps to America;* 
1 am sorry for her. She was a fine girl. I di<^ 
not love her, but she was mad after me. And^ 
an extraordinary state of things, 1 am ni>|P 
without a mistress.” - 

Don’t bother,” said my good tutorj 

.Vm 
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y'. You'll soon find another, not different, or 
^hardly differing in essentials, from her. ' 
$What you look for in a woman, as it appears 
j.\to me, is common to all females.” 

. “ It is clear,” said M. d’Anquctil, “that we 
‘ are in danger : I of being sent to the Bastille, # 
.you, abbe, together with your pupil, * 
FTourncbroche, who certainly has not killed 
^'anybody, of being hanged.” 
r “ That’s but too true,” saifl my good 
. master. “ We have to Iook out tor safety. 

“ Perhaps il will be necessary to leave Paris, 

,■ where, no doubt, we shall be. wanted ; and even 
to fly to Holland. Alas ! I foresee that there 
I shall write lampoons for ballet girls with 
%fhat same hand which has been employed to 
annotate right amply the alehemistic treatises 
; of Zosimus the Panopolitan.” 

“ Listen to me, abbe,” said M. d’Anquetil, 

. “I have a friend who will hide us at his 
country scat for any length of time. He lives 
within four miles of Lyons, in a country horrid 
•'.and wild, where nothing is to be seen but 
/poplars, grass and woods. There we must go. 
"/There we’ll wait till the storm is over. We’ll 
,'pass the time limiting and shooting. But we 
jfiust at once find a post-chaise or, better still, 
A travelling coach.” 

•:,.. “ I know where to get that,” said the abbe. 
$‘At the Red Horse hotel, at the Circus of the 
&i$erg£res, you con have good huises, as well 
“" All sorts of vehicles. I made the acquaint- 
ance of the landlord at the time I was secre- ■ 
to Madame de Saint Ernest. He liked 
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to oblige people of quality.* I am not quife,^ 
sure if he is still alive, but lie ought to have 
son like himself. Have you money ? ” 

“ I have with me a rather large sum,”.^ 
replied M. d'Anquctil, “ and I am glad of -it, 'I 
as I cannot dream of going home, where the 
constables will not fail to be on the lookout - f 
to arrest and conduct me to the Chatdet. w. 
forgot my servants, whom I left in Catherine’s V 
house, and I do not know what has become of 
them. I thrashed them, and never paid their- 
wages, and withal I am not sure of their ■ 
fidelity. In whom can you have confidence ? 
Let's be off at once for the Circus of the ; 
Bergeres.” ■: 

“ Sir,” said the abb<$, “ I’ll make you a pro- ' 
posal, hoping it may be agreeable to you. We : 
are living, Tourncbrochc and I, in an * 
alchemistic and ramshackle castle at the Cross ■ 
of the Sablons, where we can easily stay for a ! 
dozen hours without being seen by anyone, 
There we will take you and wait quietly till j 
our carriage is ready The advantage is that j 
the Sablons is veiy near the Circus of the# 
Bergeres.” ,}| 

M. d’Anquetil had nothing against the.^ 
abba’s proposal, and so we resolved in front'| 
of the Triton, who blew the water out of his-fs 
fat checks, to go first to the Cross of th£$j 
Sablons, and to hire, later on, at the Red Horsigt 
hotel, a travelling coach for our journey, tipi 
Lyons. iT/j 

“ I want to inform you, gentlemen,” saiq 
my dear tutor, “ that of the three bottles; I 
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*fook care to carry with me, one was broken 
.-.on .the head oi M. de la Gu4ritude, another one 
?was smashed in my pocket during my flight. 
’They are both regretted. The third, against 
(all hope, has been preserved. Here it is ! ” 

.’ Pulling it out of his pocket, he placed it on 
: the edge of the fountain. 

That’s well,” said M. d’Anquetil. “ You 
. have some wine, I have dice and cards in my 
^pocket. We can play.” 

“ It is true,” said my good master, “ that is 
a pleasant pastime. A pack of cards is a 
' book of adventure, of the kind called romances. 
• It is so far superior to other books of a similar 
-kind that it can be made and read at the 
same time, and that it is not necessary to 
have brains to make it, nor knowledge of 
.'‘reading to read it. It is a marvellous work, 
’-also, in that it offers a regular and ucav sense 
(every time its pages are shuffled. It is a con- 
trivance never to be too much admired, because 
.'out of mathematical principles it extracts 
(thousands on thousands of curious combina- 
tions, and so many singular affinities that it is 
^believed, contrary to all truth, that in it are 
discoverable the secrets of hearts, the mystery 
xfr destinies and the arcanum of the future. 

it I have said is particularly applicable to 
the tarot of the Bohemians, which is the finest 
3f all games, piquet not excepted. The in- 
ition of cards must be ascribed to the 
|hcients, and as far as I am concerned — I have, 
V speak candidly, no kind of documentary 
Evidence for my assertion — I believe them to 
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be of Chaldean origin. But in their present'^ 
appearance the piquet cards cannot be traced^ 
further back than to King Charles VII., if what;/ 
is said in a learned essay, that I remember tOi.| 
have read at Suez, is true, that the queen ofi£ 
hearts is an emblematical likeness of the ?? 
beautiful Agnes Sorel, and that the queen of .:? 
spades i under the name of I ’alias, no other. •; 
than that Jeanne Pulys, better known as ■ 
Joan of Ai'" who bv her bravery re-established 
the business of the French monarchy and was .- 
afterwards boiled to death by the Knglish, in 
a cauldron, shown for two farthings at Rouen,-.: 
where 1 haw seen it in passhig through that-; 
city. Certain historians pretend that she was." 
burnt alive at the strike. It is to be read in the 
works of Nicole (idles and in Pasquier that; 
St Catherine and St Margaret appeared to her;;? 
Certainly it was not God who sent these saints?: 
to her, because there is no person of any.-..- 
learning and solid piety who does not know i 
that Margaret and Catherine were invented; 
by Byzantine monks, whose abundant and.', 
barbarous imaginations have altogether}' 
muddled up the martyrology. It is a ridiculous^ 
impiety to pretend that God made two saint^jj 
who never existed appear to Jeanne Dulys^ 
However, the ancient chroniclers were notjjjj 
afraid to publish it . Why have they not said[| 
tliat God sent to the Maid of Orleans the fait|j 
Yseult, Melusine, Berthe the Bigfooted, an<|| 
all the other heroines of the romances oil 
chivalry the existence of whom is not mojffl 
fabulous than that of the two virgins, Cathenbf§ 
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&hd Margaret ? M. de Valois, in the last 
ifcentury, rose with full 1 cason against these 
■'clumsy fables, as much opposed to religion 
r'as error is to truth. It is desirable that an 
'"ecclesiastic learned in history undertook to 
•show the distinction between real saints and 
faints such as .Margaret, Luce or Lucie, 
•Eustaclie, and perhaps Saint (ieorge, about 
whom I have my doubts. 

“ If on a future day I should be able to" 
.retire to some beautiful abbey, possessing a 
rich library, 1 will devote to this task the re- 
mainder of a life, hall' worn out in frightful 
tempests and frequent shipwrecks. 1 am 
longing for a harbour of refuge, and l have the 
' desire and tlx* taste for a chaste repose suitable 
• to my age and profession.” 

'■f i While M. Coignard was holding this 
.‘.memorable discourse, M. J’Anquetil, without 
. listening to the abbe’s words, was seated on the 
.'edge of the fountain, shuttling the cards and 
swearing like a trooper, because it was too 
-■dark to play a game of piquet. 

,■ , “ You arc right,” said my good master ; 
0 it is a bad light, and I am somewhat dis- 
pleased over it, less because I cannot play 
|£a?ds than because I have a desire to 
jgread a few pages of the 4 Consolations ’ of 
■jBoethius, of which 1 always carry a small 
l&dition, so as to liave it handy when some- 
thing unfortunate overcomes me, as has been 
gthe case this day. It is a cruel disgrace, sir, 
Ojp 'r. a man of my calling to be a homicide, and 
liable at any moment to be locked up in one of 
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the ecclesiastical prisons. I feel that a single ! 
page of that admirable book would strengthen^ 
mv heart, crushed by the very idea of the.S 
officer." v 

Having spoken, he lot himself gently slide y. 
over the edge of the basin, and so deep that * 
the best part of his body went into the- water. J 
But not taking the slightest notice, and hardly 
feeling it, he look the Boethius out of his.; 
pocket - it was really there — and putting/ 
his spectacles on, wherein one glass only re- 
mained, and that one cracked in throe places, ' 
he looked in the little book for the page most'; 
appropriate for his pre.-«-nt situation. Fie., 
doubtless would have found it, and extracted 
from it new strength, if the rotten state of his! 
barnacles, the tears that came into his eyes,.-- 
and the. feeble light which came from the skyj 1 ' 
had permitted him to search ior it. Very 1 
soon he had to confess that In- was unable - 


to see a wink, and became angry with the?, 
moon, who showed her pointed sickle on the" 
edge of a cloud. He reproached her and. : 


heaped bitier invectives on her. He? 
shouted : <£ 

“ Luminary obscene, mischievous and libi^g 
dinous, you never tire of illuminating men'if 
wickedness, and you deny a ray of youtfj 
light to him who searches for virtuous^! 
maxims!” jb 

“ The more so, abbe, as this bitch of a mbbrjl 
gives just light enough to find our way alonM 
the streets, and not sufficient to play a gamef 
of piquet. Let's go at once to the castle yo^ 
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f.;spoke of, and where I have to slip in without 
y i- being seen.” 

That was good advice, and after we had 
f drunk the wine to the last drop we took the 
• : road, all three of us, to the Cross of the Sablons. 
], I walked with M. d’Ampietil. Mv good tutor, 
• .hindered by the water his breeches had soaked 
in, followed us, crying, moaning and disgusted. 



CHAPTER XVIII 


Our i\Hurn- -We sniu^lo M. cTAmpietil in— -M. d’Asterac-v 
on Joak-usy — M. Jcrfinic C'*)ign;ird in Trouble — What..- 
happened "while I was in Ulc Laboratory — Jahel > 
persuaded 1 o elope ■ 

The morning light already pricked our jaded ; 
eyes when we reached the green door to the " 
park. We had not to use the knocker, as 
some time ago the porter had given us the keys : 
of his domain. It was agreed that my good'.! 
tutor, with d’Anquetil, should cautiously;., 
advance in the shadow of the Jane, and that I 
should remain behind on the lookout for the * 
faithful Criton, and the kitchen boys v^ftb 
might perhaps see us coming along. This^ 
arrangement, whicli was nothing but reason-; - 
able, was to turn out rather badly for < 
me. My two companions, had gone up i 
without being discovered, and reached my.^ 
room, where we had decided to liide M;‘$ 
d’Anquetil until the moment of escape in the£| 
post-chaise, but as I was climbing the secohd^ 
flight of steps 1 met M. d’Asterac, in a redli 
damask gown, carrying a silver candlesticl ffi| 
He put, as he habitually did, his hand on nrjgffi 
shoulder. . 

“ Hello 1 my son,” he said, “ are you nc» 
very happy, having broken off all intercoth^^ 

196 -3 
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:fwith women, and by that escaped all dangers 
• of bad company ? With the august maidens 
^'of the air you need not be in fear of quarrels, 
•\fcuffles, injurious and violent rows which ' 
f. usually occur with creatures following a loose 
life. In your solitude, which delights the 
. fairies, you enjoy a delicious peace.” 

I thought at fust that he mocked me. 

’• But I soon found out that nothing was further 
from his thoughts. 

“ I am pleased to have met you, my son,” 
he continued, ” and will thank you to come 
with ni(: to my studio for a moment.” 

I followed him. He unlocked, with a key 
nearlv an ell long, that confounded room 
where I had seen the glare of infernal tires. 
When we were inside the laboratory’ he asked 
..me to kindly make up the smouldering fire. 
I threw some short logs into the furnace, 

. where I don’t know what was steaming, 

. exhaling a suffocating odour. While he was 
■ occupied with his black cookery, cupellating 
and matrassing, I remained seated on a 
: . 'settle, and, against my will, closed my eyes. 
£He made me reopen them to admire a green 
^earthenware vessel, witli a glass top, which 
j. h6 had in his hand. 

: .f; “ You ought to know, my son,” he said, 

that this subliming pot is called aludel. It 
vpontains a liquid to be looked at with the 
^greatest attention, as it is nothing less than 
|>the mercury of the philosophers. Do not 
^suppose that it is to keep its present dark 



i?8 THE QUEEN PEDAUQUE ' ; % ^ 

colour for ever. Soon it will change to white ^ 
and in that state will change all m:tals into/; 
silver. Hereafter, by my art and industry^ 
it will tin n red, and acquire the virtue ofi 
transmuting silver into gold. It certainly.^ 
would be of advantage to you that, shut in. 
this laboratory, you should not leave it before., 
these sublime operations have fully taken, 
place, a process which cannot require more., 
than two or three months. But as to ask you- 
to do so would perhaps be imposing too hard 
a restriction on your youth, be satisfied, for 
this time, to observe the preludes of the work, 
while putting, if you please, as much wood on 
the fire as possible.” 

Having said that he returned to his phials 
and retorts, and I could not help thinking of 
the sad position wherein ill-luck and im- 
prudence hail placed me. 

“ Alas ! ” I said to myself, and threw logs, 
into the fire, “ at this very moment tne : . 
constables are searching for my good tutor and. 
myself ; perhaps we shall have, to go to prison, 
certainly we have to leave this castle. I have 
in default of money, at least board and an/ 
honourable position. I shall never again? 
dare to stand before M. d’Asterac, who belieyesj) 
me to have passed the night in the silent* 
voluptuousness of magic, which perha|>s would, 
have been better for me. Alas ! I’ll nevefi! 
more see Mosa'ide’s niece, Mademoiselle Jahel| 
who at night-time woke me in my room iijf 
such a charming way. No doubt she will 
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forget mis. Perhaps she’ll love someone else, 
and besl|ow on him the same caresses as she 
'gave to Inc.” The idea of such an infidelity 
became Jm bearable. But as the world goes,, 
one has to be ready for everything. 

“ My son,” M. d’Asterac began to say 
again, “ you do not sufficiently feed the 
athanor. I see that you are still not fully 
convinced of the excellency of fire, which is 
capable of ripening this mercury a»vl trails-' 
forming it into the. wonderful fruit I expect, 
to gather very soon. More woorl ! The lire, 
my son, is the superior element ; T have told 
you enough, and now i’ll show you an example. 
On a very cold day last winter, visiting 
Mosaide in his lodge, 1 found him sitting, his 
feet on a wanning pan. 1 observed that the 
subtle particles of lire escaping from the pan 
had power enough to inflate and lift up the 
folds of his gown, wherefrom 1 inferred, that 
had the fire been hotter, it would have raised 
Mosaide himself into the air, of which lie is 
certainly worthy, and that, if it should be 
: possible to close into some kind of a vessel 
a very large quantity of such fire particles, 

. it would be possible, to sail 011 the clouds as 
1 easily as we sail on tin* sea, and to visit the 
"Salamanders in their aerial abodes, a problem 
I shall keep in mind. I do not despair of 
"constructing such a fireship. But let 11s go 
back to our work of putting wood on tin* fire.” 
'i He kept me for some time in the glow of 
jjthe laboratory whence I wanted to escape 
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as quickly as possible, to join Jah<^, whom ||j 
was anxious to inform of my misfortune. 
last lie left me, and I thought my^lf free, a£ 
hope shortly to be disappointed by l|is return,*! 

" It is rather mild this morning,” he said;*'* 
” but the skv is somewhat cloudy. Wouldi 
it pie. iso you to go for a walk in the park with| 
me before returning to the translation of;; 
Zosimus the Panopolitan, which will be a-.;- 
great honour to you and your tutor if youo 
tinish it as you have begun.” "• 

With much regret l followed him into the . 
park, where he said to me : 

“ I am not sorry, my son, t< bo alone with 
you, to warn you, as it is high lime to do,- 
against a great danger by which you may be-; 
threatened one day ; 1. reproach myself not toll 
have thought of warning you before, as what ■ 
'I shall communicate to you is of the utmost 
consequence.” v ; 

And speaking in this way, he led me through .■ 
the grand avenue which leads down to the ) 
marshes of the Seine, whence Rueil is to be l 
seen and Mount Valerien with its calvaryj ; 
It was his usual walk. The alley was practic-.^ 
able in spite of some dead trees which 
fallen across it. * £% 

“ It is important for you to know to wha|$f 
you expose yourself by betraying your SalsL-^i 
mander. I do not want to interrogate ydi|l 
as to what intercourse you have had with thaff 
superhuman person I have been fortunates 
enough to make you acquainted with. I dare|| 
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say you :eel somewhat reluctant to discuss it. 
Possibly you deserve to be praised for that. 
/If the Salamanders have not, in what concerns 
: the discretion of tlieir lovers, the same ideas 
'■ that court ladies and tradeswomen have, 
it is not less true that it is the special quality 
of beautiful amours to be unutterable, and 

■ that it would profane a grand sentiment to 
spread it abroad. 

“But your Salamander (of which T could 
1 easily find the name if I had any idle curiosity) 
has perhaps omitted to give you information 
about one of the most violent passions — 
jealousy ; this character is common to them. 
Knov> well, my sou, Salamanders are not to be 
. betrayed without punishment awaiting you. 
■' Their vengeance on the perjurer is of the 
cruellist. That divine Paracelsus gives one 
. example, which will suffice to inspire in you a 
. salutary fear. 

“ There was in the German town of Staufcn 

■ a spagyric philosopher who had, like yourself, 
f connection with a Salamander. He was dc- 
, praved enough to deceive her with a woman, 
^Certainly pretty, but not more beautiful than 
3^ a woman can be. One evening, having supper 
elvfith his new mistress in company with some 
^friends, they saw a thigh of marvellous 
^beauty shining over their heads. The Sala- 
J|ihander exposed it to impress on them all, 
Vjthat she did not deserve the wrong inflicted 
f .by her lover ; after that the outraged celestial 
(^Struck down the unfaithful lover with 
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apoplexy. The vulgar, who are made to be^j 
deceived, believed his to be a natural deathi,^ 
the initiated knew by whose han|l he was;l! 
slain. T owed you this advice, iny» son, and-; 
this example.” ' 

They were less useful to jne than M.;. 
d’Asterac thought. Listening to them I.,-, 
mused on other subjects of alarm. Without’., 
doubt mv face must have betrayed the state ■; 
of anxiety I wos in ; because the great, cabalist, " 
having looked at me, asked me if I was not 
afraid that an engagement, guarded by condi- 
tions so severe, would be troublesome to my 
youth. 

” T am able to reassure yon,” he added. 

“ The jealousy of a Salamander is awakened; 
only by rivalry with women, and to speak-, 
truly it is more resentment, indignation,” 
disgust, than real jealousy. The souls of the 
Salamanders are too noble, their intelligence' 
too subtle, to envy one another, and to give ' 
way to a sentiment pertaining to the barbarity . 
wherein humanity is -dill half plunged. On the 
contrary they delight to share, with their 
playmates the joys they taste beside a sag ej' 
and are pleased to bring to their lovers thtg. 
most beautiful of their sisters. Very sobh^ 
you’ll experience that, as a fact, they pushij 
politeness to the point I mentioned, and not ^ 
year, nav not six months, will pass before youtii 
room will be the trysting place, of five or six£ 
daughters of the light, who will untie before^ 
you their sparkling girdles. Do not be afrai^ 
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my son, ito answer their caresses. Your own 
fairy lov will not take umbrage. How could 
> she be offended, wise as she. is ? And on your 
; side, do jiot get irritated if your Salamander 
leaves you for a moment to visit . another 

■ philosopher. Consider that the proud 
■' jealousy men bring into the union of the sexes 
=' is but a savage sentiment, founded on the most 

ridiculous of illusions. It rests on the idea 
' that a woman belongs to you N'cau.?** she has 
given herself to you, which is nothing but a 
play on words.” 

While making this speech, M. d’Asterac 

■ had turned into the lane of the mandrakes, 

■ where we could sec Mosaide’s cottage, half 
hidden by foliage, when suddenly an appalling 
voice burst upon us and made my heart beat 
faster— hoarse sounds, accompanied by a 
sharp gnashing, and on getting nearer the 

' sounds seemed to be modulated, and each 
■phrase ended in a sort of very feeble melody, 
which could not be listened to without 
shuddering. 

Advancing a few paces we could, by listening 
closely, understand the sense of the strange 
words. The voice said : 

I* * “ Hear the malediction with which Elisha 
3 cursed the insolent and mirthful children. 
f : Listen to the anathema Barak Ihmg on Mcros. 
£ ,f l curse thee in the name of Archithuricl, 
fTwho is also called the lord of battles, and holds 
j£the flaming sword. I doom thee to perdition 
fin the name of Sardaliphonos, who presents 
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to his master the flowers and garland^ of merit*!!; 
offered by the children of Israel. -7; 

“ Be cursed, hound ! Anathema,, swine ! 

Looking from whence the voice :ame, we"} 
could see MosaTdc on the threshold of his 
house, standing erect, his arms raised, his.i 
hands in the form of fangs, with nails crooked;.;' 
appearing inflamed by the fiery light of the sun.'; 
1 fis head was covered with his dirty tiara, and ’■ 
he was enveloped in his gorgeous gown, show-- 
ing when flying open his meagre bow-legs in', 
ragged breeches. Hi* looked like some begging 
magician, immortal, and verv old. His eyes' 
glared, and lie said : 

“ Be cursed in the name o! all globes, be. 
cursed in the name of all wheels, be cursed in. 
the name of the mysterious beasts Ezekiel? 
saw.” 

Out he stretched Ins long arms, ending in 
claws, anil continued : 

“ In the name of the globes, in the name? 
of the wheels, in the name of the mysterious', 
beasts, descend among those who are no' - 
more.” 

We advanced a few paces between the half; 
grown trees to see the object over vvbichf 
Mosaldc extended his arms and his angferjj^ 
and discovered, to our great surprise, M.Ji 
Jerome Coiguard, hanging by a lapel of hij(| 
gown on an evergreen thorn bush. Th<|| 
night’s disorder was visible all over his bodyjp 
his collar and his shoes torn, his stocking^ 
smeared with mud, his shirt open, all reminded^ 
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me of ou$ common misadventures, and, worse 
-than all, ,'ihe swelling of his nose spoilt entirely 
•the nobltii and smiling expression which never 
left his features. 

I ran up to him and unhooked him so luckily 
off the thorns that only a small piece of his 
breeches stuck to thorn. Mosalde. having had 
his say, re-entered the cottage. As he wore 
only slippers I could observe that his legs fitted 
'right into the middle of his fee*, so that the 
heel stuck out behind pretty nearly as much 
as the forefoot, in front, a singular deformation, 
rendering his walking uncouth, which other- 
wise would have been noble and full of dignity. 

' “ Jacques Tournebroohc ! my dear boy,” 
said my tutor, with a sigh, “ that Jew must be 
Isaac Laquedem in person, so to blaspheme in 
‘ all languages. He vowed me. to a death near 
and violent with an enormous abundance of 
metaphors, and he called me a pig in fourteen 
H distinc.t languages, if 1 counted them correctly. 
I could believe him to be the Antichrist, and he 
dries not want some of the signs by which that 
,enemy of God is to be recognised. Under any 
; circumstances he is a dirty Jew, and never 
ihas the wheel as a brand of infamy been ex- 
posed on the vestments of a worse or more rabid 
^miscreant. As for himself, he not only de- 
fserves the wheel formerly attached to the 
garments of Jews, but also that other wheel on 
■|which scoundrels have their bones broken.” 
fc ' And my good master, mightily angry in his 
$tum, shook his fist in the direction where 
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Mosaide. had disappeared, and accused him of-1;; 
crucifying children and devouring the flesh of * 
new-born babes. t y 

M. d'Asterac went up to him anc* touched ) 
his breast with the ruby he used to wear on his : 
finger. • 

“II is useful,” said the great eabalist, “to. 
know the peculiar qualities of precious stones. / 
Rubies soothe resentments, and you’ll soon see 
the Abb6 Coignard regain his natural suavity.” . 

My dear tutor smiled already, less by virtue 
of the stone than by the influence of a 
philosophy which raised this admirable man 
above all human passions, for I leel it my duty ■ 
to say, at the very moment my narrative be- 
eomesclouded and sad. I hat M. J erd mo Coignard 
lias given me examples of wisdom under cir- 
cumstances in which it is but rarely met with. . 

Wo inquired the cause of the quarrel, but. 
easily understood by the vagueness of his> 
embarrassed replies that he did not intend to ; 
satisfy our curiosity. I surmised at once that/ 
Jahcl was mixed up with it in some way, when : 
I heard with the gnashing of Mosaide’s voice ' 
the grating of locks and bolts, and later on the), 
noise, in the lodge, oi a violent dispute between:-: 
uncle and niece Trying again to bring irfytj 
tutor to some explanation, he said : .J 

“ Hate for Christians is deeply rooted in cvcry '3 
Jew’s heart, and yonder Mosaide is an execrable^ 
example of it. 1 fancy I discovered in his^ 
horrible yelpingssomo partsof the imprecation^ 
the Amsterdam synagogue vomited in the last| 



: THE ABBE IN TROUBLE 207 

i^century oh a little Dutch Jew called Baruch or 
^-Benedict, fcut better known under the name of 
^Spinoza, ipr having framed a philosophy which 
-Thas bccn’]>erfectly refuted, as soon as it was. 
^brought *to public knowledge, by excellent 
■^theologians. But this old Mordecai has added 
yto it, so it seems to me, m;my and much more 
; -.-horrible imprecations, and I confess to having 
1 somewhat resented them. For a moment I 
.; thought of escaping by flight this torrent of 
■..abuse, when to my clismay 1 iound myself 
■ entangled in yonder thorn, and sticking to it 
..by different parts of my clothes and skin so 
fast that I really expected to have, to leave the 
'■ one or the other behind me. I should still 
be there, in smarting agony, if Tournobroche, 
my dear pupil, had not treed me.’’ 

" The thorns count for nothing,” said 
..M. d'Asterac, “ but I’m afraid, Monsieur 
.7 1’ Abbe, that you have trodden on a mandrake.” 

“ Mandrakes,” replied the, abbe, ** are cer- 
ij'.tainly the least of mv cares.” 

“ You’re wrong,” said M. d’Asterac. “ It 
•/suffices to tread on a mandrake to become 
^involved in a love crime, and perish by it 
^miserably.” 

My *“ Alt 1 sir,” my dear tutor replied, “ here are 
jraall sorts of dangers, and I become aware that it 
« Was necessary to be closely shut in between the 
^eloquent walls of the ‘ Asteracian,’ which is 
ffijthe queen of libraries. For having left it for a 
jg^pioment. only, I get the beasts of Ezekiel thrown 
llgt my head, not to speak of anything else.” 
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“ Would you kindly give me news of Zosimusl 
the Panopolitan ? ” inquired M. d’Adjterac. $ 

“ He goes on," replied my master ; “ goes 5 
on nicely, though slowly at the moment.” >; 

“ Do not forget, abbe,” said the cabalist, ■£ 
1 that possession of the greatest secrets is/ 
attached to the knowledge of those ancient;* 

texts.” * 

" I think of it, sir, with solicitude,” said the .. 
abbe. .' 

M. d’Asterac, after this assurance, left us 
standing al the statue of the faun, who con-' 
tinued to play the llute will tout laking any 
notice of his head, fallen into the grass. He 
disappeared rapidly between the trees, look- 
ing for Salamanders. 

My tutor linked his arm in mine with the air 
of one who can at last speak freely. 

“ Jacques Tournobror.hr, my son, Imust. 
not conceal from you that this very morning,- 
in the attics of the castle, a rather peculiar, 
chance meeting has taken place, while you/ 
were kept in the room of yonder mad tire-^ 
blower. I plainly heard him ask you to assist * 
him for a moment in his cooking, which is a^ 
great deal less savoury and Christian than! 
that of Master Leonard your father. Alas'fe 
when shall I be lucky enough to see again the$ 
cook shop of the Queen Peihmquc and the| 
bookshop of M. Blaizot, with the sign of Sainffc 
Catherine , where I enjoyed myself so heartily| 
thumbing the books newly arrived from TheS| 
Hague and Amsterdam ! ” 
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‘‘Alas!’’ I exclaimed, the tears coining into 
|$my eyes, “ when shall I return to it again ? 
iSWhen shall I return to the Rue St Jacques 
'*&gain, where T was born, and see my dear 
^parents, who’ll feel burning shame when they 
linear of our misfortunes ? But do be so good, 
.ijmy dear tutor, as to explain that strange en- 
counter you said you had this very morning, 
and also the events of the day.” 

'■ M. Jerome t'oi guard willingly eor.-ented to 
give me all the enlightenment I wished for. 
He did it in the following words : — 

“ Know then, my dear boy, that I reached 
the upper storey of the castle without hindrance 
• in company with M. d'Auquetil, whom I like 
'. well enough, although rude and uncultured. 

■ His mind is possessed neither of line knowledge 
/nor deep curiosity. But youth’s vivacity 
■.sparkletli pleasantly with him, and the. ardour 
of his blood results in amusing sallies. He 
. knows the. world as well as he knows women, 
"because, he is above them, and without any 
fkind of philosophy- It’s a great frankness 
[fph his part to call himself an atheist. His 
fcjpngodliness is without malice, and will dis- 
appear with the exuberance of his sensuality, 
gjrf his soul God has no other enemies than 

g &horses, cards and women. In the mind of a 
&£cal libertine, like M. Bavle for example, truth 
||ias to meet more formidable and malicious 
Adversaries. But, my dear boy, 1 give you a 
haracter sketch instead of the plain narrative 
ou wish to have of me. 


o 
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“I'll satisfy you . Let’s see . Having arri vecLj 
at the top storey of the castle in company^ 
with M. d’Anquetil, I made the young gentle- 
man enter your room, and wished him, in’-ji 
accordance with the promise we made him at jvi 
the Triton fountain, to use the room as his own."?’ 
He did so willingly, undressed, and, keepings? 
nothing on but his boots, went into your bcd,.l 
the curtains of which he closed so as not to be y 
incommoded by the bright morning light, and.'; 
was not long before he was sound asleep. 

“ As to myself, my dear boy, having reached 
my room, tired as I was, I did not want to go 
to rest before 1 had looked up in my Boethius 
one or two sentences appropriate to my state of ' 
mind. I could not find the very one lit for it; 

It must not be forgotten that this great 
thinker had not had occasion to meditate on yfr 
the disgrace of having broken the head of a 
Farmer-general with a bottle out of his own 
cellar. But T was able to pick up here and y'i. 
there, in his admirable treatise, some maxims 
applicable to present conjunctures. Having' 
done so, 1 drew the night-cap over my eyes,yj^ 
recommended my soul to God, and quietly! 
went to sleep. After what seemed to me^ 
without being able to measure it, a very shdrt'* 
space of time— be mindful, my son, that our|3® 
actions are the onjy measure tor time, which, ! ;j$l 
if I may say so, is suspended for us by sleep— 

I felt my arm pulled.ancl heard a voice shouting-!^ 
in my ear : ‘ Eh ! Abbe .1 Eh ! Abb6, wak£||| ; 
up ! ’ Half dozing as I was, I believed 
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.was a constable wanting to conduct Jme to 
^■the officer, and I deliberated with myself 
'the easiest way in which I could break 
his head, and rapidly came to the con- 
' elusion \hat the candlestick would be the 
handiest weapon. It is unhappily, too true, 
my dear boy, that having once stepped aside 
. .from the road of kindness and equity, where the 
wise man walks with a linn and prudent step, 
one becomes compelled to sustain violence 
by violence and cruelly by cruelty, thereby 
proving that a first fault leads invariably to 
other faults — evil always follows evil done. 
One has to be reminded of this if one wants 
to fully understand the lives ot the Roman 
emperors, of whom M. Crevier has given such 
an exact account. Those princes were not 
born more evilly disposed than other men. 

: Caius, surnamed Caligula, was wanting neither 
in natural spirit nor in judgment, and was 
quite capable of friendship. Nero had an 
.inborn liking for virtue, and his temperament 
disposed him towards all that is grand and 
[i sublime. Both of them were led by a first 
!y fault on the nefarious, villainous road whereon 
\they walked to their miserable oml. Their 
history is cleverly treated in M. Crevier’s book, 
knew that remarkable writer when he was a 
^.teacher of literature and history at the College 
jgpf Beauvais, as I might be teaching to-day, had 
gfmy life not been crossed by a thousand im- 
^ pediments, and if the natural easiness of my 
^spirit had not drawn me into the manifold 
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snares laid in my way. M. Crevier, my boy , $ 
led a pure life ; his morals were severe, and I ? 
have myself heard him say that a woman who ' 
had broken her conjugal vows was capable ' 
of the crimes of murder and incendiarism. I ,; 
repeat this saying of his, to impress you with 
the saintly austerity of that model priest. 

“ Hut, once more, T digress, and I must 
hasten to return to my narrative. Well, as ' 
I have said, I thought a constable had come 
to arrest me, and 1 could see 4 myself in one of 
the archbishop’s dungeons, when I opened 
my eyes and recognised the features and voice 
of M. d’Anquetil. ‘ Abbe.’ said that young 
gentleman to me, * I have just had a singular 
adventure in Tournebroche’s room. During 
my sleep a woman entered my room, glided 
into my bed, and awoke me with a shower of 
caresses, tender epithets, sweet murmurings, 
and passionate kisses. I pushed the curtains • 
back to see the features of my good luck. She ’ 
was dark and had ardent eyes, one of the finest 
women I have ever held in my arms. But' all 
at once she screamed and jumped out, violently 
angry, but not quick enough to prevent ihe' 
catching her in the passage and pressing her* 
closely in mv arms. She began by striking-: 
me and scratching my fact. 1 . After having; 
lacerated it sufficiently 'to satisfy her outraged j 
womanly honour, we began to explain our-1 
selves. She was well pleased to learn that I: 
am a gentleman, and none of the poorest,* 
and sooner than I might have expected 1] 
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ceased ‘to be odious to her, and she began to be 
' tender with me, when a scullion appeared in 
the passage ; his appearance put her to flight 
at once. 

“ ‘ I Am quite aware,’ said M. d’Anquetil, 

■ 1 that that admirable girl had come for another 
• than myself ; she must have entered the wrong 
room, and the surprise frightened her. I 
did my best to reassure her, and should doubt- 
less have won her amity had p«t Hut sot of a 
scullion come between us.’ 

“ I confirmed him in that supposition. We 
put our heads together to get an idea of the 
man for whom that beautiful woman had 
ventured on such an early morning visit, and 
were easily agreed that it could be 110 other 
but that old fool d’Asterac — you know, 
Tournebroche, I suspected him before — who 
awaits her intimacy in an adjoining room, if 
not, and without your knowledge, in your 
own. Are you not of tlie same opinion ? ” 

“ Nothing is more credible,” I replied. 

“ No doubt it is so. That sorcerer amuses 
himself when ho talks to us of his Salamanders, 
i' The truth is, he caresses that amazingly 
■.pretty girl, lie’s an impostor." 

• I asked my tutor to favour me with the 
".continuance of his narrative. He willingly 
/..complied and said : 

“ Well, iny dear boy. I’ll briefly report the 
.’.remainder of M. d’Anquetil’s discourse. I 
; know very well that it’s rather commonplace, 
[almost vulgar, to lay much stress on trifling 
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drcumstances. It is, on the contrary, some;; 
sort of duty to express them in the fewest^ 
possible words, to condense them carefully 4 ? 
and reserve the tempting abundance of word--; 
flow to moral instruction and exhortation, \ 
which may be hurled as the avalanches.- 
am hurled from the mountains. On this • 
principle I shall have mentioned enough of* 
M. d’Anquetil’s sayings when I have told you ., 
that he impressed on me that yonder young..- 
girl’s beauty, charms, and accomplishments 
are quite extraordinary. In the end he 
inquired of me if I knew her name and posi- . 
tion. Ami 1 replied to him that, from his . 
description of her, I was pretty sure that she 
was Kabbi Mosaidc’s niece Jahel, whom by a. 
lucky accident l had embraced one night 
on that very ‘•amo staircase, with this 
difference only, that niy luck occurred between,, 
the first ami second flights of steps. 1 1 hope 
and trust,’ said M. d’Anquetil, ‘ that there- 
may be other differences too, for, as far as I : 
am concerned, I embraced her very closely. 

I am also sorry that, as you say, she is aj 
Jewess, as, without believing in God, I feel^ 
that 1 should have liked better for her to be 
Christian. Hut can anyone be sure of his# 
own family ? Who knows if she has not beeir£ 
kidnapped as a child ? Jews and '"'gypsie^ 
steal children daily. And we. do not, as a rul^v 
remember sufficiently that the Holy Virgujg 
was born a Jewess. But let her be Jewessf 
or not, she pleases me ; I want her and shall.^ 
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;have her ! * Such were that reckless 
^youngster’s words. But allow me, my boy, 
yto sit down on yonder moss-covered stone ; 
'last night’s work, my fights, my flight, too, 
have nearly broken my legs.” 

He sat down, took his snuff-box out of 
--his pocket, and looked quite, disconsolate 
■ when he found it void of tobacco. 

I took a seat at his side, agitated, crestfallen. 
Coignard’s discourse caused me acute pain. 
I cursed Fate for having givvn my place to a 
brute at the. very moment when my beloved 
mistress had come to bring me her most 
passionate tenderness, expecting to And me 
in my bed, the while I had to throw logs of 
.wood on the lire in the alchemist’s furnace. 
The but too probable inconstancy of Jahel 
. tore my heart to pieces, and I could have 
wished that my dear tutor had been more 
discreet with my rival. So I took the liberty 
to reproach him mildly for his disclosure of 
Jahel’s name. 

“ Sir,” 1 said, “ was it not somewhat 
: imprudent to furnish such indications to a 
''gentleman so luxurious and violent as M. 
i 'd’Anquetil ? ” 

jj.' • M. Coignard seemed not to hear what I said, 
? and continued his speech : 

* ■" “ My snuff-box has unfortunately opened 
i'ltself in my pocket during the fight at 
| Catherine's house,and the tobacco it contained, 
£ mixed with the wine of the broken bottle, 
*£has formed a quite disgusting^paste. I do not 
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dare ask Criton to grind down a few leaves^ 
for me, the. hard and cold features of thatv 
servant ancl judge inspire me with awe. ’, 
suffer from the want of snuff, as my nose is? 
irksome in consequence of the shock I had] 
last night, and 1 am quit*- disconcerted byS 
my failure to satisfy the never-tiring wants} 
of that nose of mine. 1 shall have to bear, 
the misfortune quietly, till M. d’Anquetil: 
may, perhaps, let me have a few grains out 
of Ills box. Now to return to that young 
gentleman, he said expressly to me : ‘ I love 
that girl. Know, abbe, that I am resolved 
to take her with us in tin* po ! -chaise should I 
he compelled to stay here a week, a month, six 
months or longer ; I will not go away without 
her.’ I represented all the dangers to him,, 
which might occur through any delay in our. 
departure. He said he did not care a rap 
for those dangers, the less so as they were 
smaller for him than for us. ‘ You, abbe, you 
and Tournebrnche arc both in danger of being* 
hanged ; my risk is the i’astille only, where- 
I can get cards and girls, and whence rny. 
family could, and would, soon deliver me, a.si 
my father would interest some duchess or,* 
some ballet dancer in my doom, and njy? 
mother, devotee as she has become, could and':' 
would still get the assistance of one or other? 
of the royal princes. It is irrevocably fixed - }' 
I take Jahel with me or I remain here. You? 
and Tournebrocho are at liberty to hire a post|jj 
chaise of your own.’ 
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V 11 Tift cruel boy knows but too well that we 
liave not the means to do it. I tried to make 
* him' change his mind. I became pressing, 
'{ unctuous, paren tal . It was no use, and I wasted- 
h'on him an eloquence which, employed in the 
•. pulpit of a parish church, would have brought 
; me a full reward in honour and coin. Alas ! 

my dear boy, it seems to be written that none 
■ of my actions will ever produce any kind of. 

savoury fruit, and lor me ough* 1o h.tve been 
■'written the following words from Kcclesi- 
'astes Ou id hibel <1111 pliiis homo do universe 
laborc sun, quo l a bond sub sole ? ’ Far from 
bringing him to reason, my discourses 
strengthened the young nobleman’s obstinacy, 
and I cannot deny that he actually counted 
0Y1 me for the success of his desires, and 
pressed me to go to Jahe] anil induce her to 
.fly with him, promising her the gift of a 
-.trousseau of 1 hitch linen, of plate, jewels 
’ and a handsome annuity.” 

“Oh, sir!” I exclaimed, “ this M. d’Anquetil 
"is very insolent. What do you think will be 
\ Jahel’s reply to his propositions when she 
Klrnows of tliem ? ” 

“ My boy, she knows by now, and I think 
^:She will accept them.” 

“ If such is the ease,” I said, ” then Mosaidc 
I'niust be warned.” 

, ^ r; . “ That he is already,” replied my tutor. 
t‘‘ You have just assisted at the outbreak of 
pus rage.” 

“ What, sir ?” said I, with much warmth, 
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“you have informed yonder Jew 4 of the'; 
disgrace awaiting his family ! That’s nice of$ 
you ! Allow me to embrace you. But, if so; * 
Mosaidc’s wrath threatened M. d’Anquetil,'! 
and not yourself ? ” « 

The abbc replied with an air of nobility and '; 
honesty, with a natural indulgence for human., 
weaknesses, an obliging sweetness, and the - 
imprudent kindness of an easy heart — by all/ 
of which men are oflen induced to do incon- '■ 
siderate things and expose themselves to the 
severity of tin* futile judgments of mankind : ■■ 

“ 1 will not keep it a secret from you, my 
dear Tournebroche, that, giving way to the- 
pressing solicitations of that voung gentleman, 

I obligingly promised to go on his errand to 
Jahel and to neglect nothing to induce her to 
elope with him.’’ 

“Alas!” I exclaimed, “you did, sir. lean-.", 
not fully tell how deeply your action wounds 
and affects me.” 

“Tournebroche,” replied he sternly, “you- 
speak like a Pharisee. One of the fathers,, 
as amiable as he was austere, has said : 1 T urn' 
your eyes on yourself and take care not to*, 
judge the doings of others. Judging others^ 
is an idle labour ; usually one is erring, often; 
sinning, by so doing, but by examining andij 
judging oneself your labour will always be| 
fruit-bearing.’ It is written : ‘ Thou shalt* 

not be afraid of the judgment of men,’ and th^j 
Apostle Paul said that In did not trouble^ 
himself about being judged by men. 
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,.;.refer to some of the finest texts in morals it is 
£to enlighten you, Tournebroche, to make you 
^return to the humble and sweet modesty 
C which suits you, and not to defend my 
■Vinnocencct, when the inultiliide of my iniquities 
weighs on me and bears me down. It is 
v difficult not to glide into sin, and proper 
■' not to fall into despondency at every step one 
takes on this earth, whereon everything 
^participates, at one and the same, time, in the 

■ original curse, and the redemption effected 
by the blood of the Son of (iod. I do not 
want to colour my fault.-*, and I freely confess 

■ that the embassy 1 undertook at the request 
of M d’Anquetil is an outcome of Eve’s down- 
fall, and it was, to say it. bluntly, one of the 
numberless consequences, on the wrong side, 

■ of the humble and painful sentiment which 
• I now feel, and is drawn out of the desire and 
; hope of my eternal wellare. You have to 
’ represent to yourself mankind balancing 
; between damnation and redemption tounder- 

■ stand me truly when I say that at this present 
j.hour I am sitting on the good end of the sec- 
^saw after having been this very morning 011 
j, the wrong end. I freely avow that in passing 
^through the mandrake lane, from whence 
| Mosaide’s cottage is to be seen, I hid behind 
*,an ivy-thorn bnsh, waiting for Jahel to appear 
feat her window. Very soon she came. I 
|>howed myself, and beckoned her to come 
^idown. She came as soon as she was able to 
Escape her uncle’s vigilance. I gave her a 



220 THE QUEEN PEDAUQUE ^ 

brief report of the events of the night, oi^ 
which she had not known. I informed neijjj 
of M. d’Anquetil’s impetuous plans, and re'sfj 
presented 1o her how important it was for hei^ 
own interest, and for my and yoar safety^ 
to make our escape sure by coming with us:.?' 
I made, the young nobleman’s promises glitter;?- 
before her eyes and said to her : ‘ If you*;.’: 

consent to go with him to-night you’ll have a.V 
solid annuity, inscribed at the Hotel de Ville,? 
and an outlit richer than any ballet dancer •' 
or Abbess of Panthcnumt may get, and a • 
cupboard full of the finest silver.’ ‘ He thinks... 
me to be one of those ci-atures,’ she said;. 

‘ he is ail impudent fellow.' ‘ He loves you/ 

I replied, ‘ you could not expect to be ' 
venerated ? ’ ‘I must have an olio pot,’ she? 
said, ‘ an olio pot, mid the heaviest one. Did ' 
he mention the olio pot ? Go, Monsieur Abb6,.i 
and tell him.’ ‘ What shall I tell him?'.. 
' That I am an honest girl.’ ‘ And what else ? 

‘ That lie is very audacious ! ’ ‘Is that all,'., 
Jahel ? Think on our safety ! ’ * Tell hiin^ 

that I shall not depart before lie has given me| 
his legally worded written promise for every& 
thing.’ ‘ lie'll do it, consider it as donej||j 
* Ob, monsieur, l will not consent to anything^ 
if he docs not consent to have lessons givedg 
me by M. Couperin ; I want to study music.JP 
“ We had just reached this item of oi$P 
negotiations when, unhappily, MosaIde|| 
surprised us, and without having overhear^ 
our conversation got the scent of its meaning^ 
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He called me at once a suborner, and 
:'heaped outrageous insults on me. Jahcl went 
•■ttnd hid herself in her own room, and I re- 
Mnained alone exposed to the fury of that God- • 
driller, in the slate you found me, and out of 
^which you helped me, you dear boy ! As a 
fact, I may say that the business had been 
'concluded, the elopement assented to, our 
^flight assured. The wheels and Ezekiel's . 
beasts are of no value against -i heavy silver 
olio pot. I am only afraid that yonder old 
Mordccai has imprisoned his niece too 
securely.” 

“I must avow,” I replied, without dis- 
guising my satisfac tion, “ that I heard a loud 
noise of keys and bolts at the very moment I 
■■ freed you from the midst, of the thorns. But 
: is it really true, that Jahel agreed so quickly 
yto your propositions, which have not been 
quite decorous, and which, for certain, you 
•jdid not make with an easy heart ? I am 
^abashed ; and, say, my good master, did she 
;:.not speak of me, not mention my name, with a 
f$igh or otherwise ? ” 

i£; “ No, my boy, she did not pronounce your 
Marne, at least not in an audible wav. Neither 
|$i6 I hear her mention the name of M. 
gjd’Astcrac her lover, which ought to have been 
In'earer to her feelings than yours. But do not 
Ibe surprised by her forgetting the* alchemist. 
H t is not sufficient to possess a woman to 
jfo etpress on her soul a profound and durable 
fpark. Souls are almost impenetrable, a fact 
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showing the cruel emptiness of Jove. Th&£ 
wise man ought to say to himself, I am£ 
nothing in the nothingness which that creature'! 
is. To hope that you could leave a re- ; 
membrance in a woman’s heart is equivalent 
to trying to impress a seal on running water. 
And therefore let us never nurse the wish to* 
establish ourselves in what is lleeting, and let ■ 
us attach ourselves to that which never dies.” ■ 

“ After all,” l said, “ Jahel is locked and 
bolted up, and one may relv on the vigilance 
of her guardian.” 

“ My son, this very evening she has to join . 
us at the Red Horse. Twilight is favourable 
to evasions, abductions, stealthy movements 
and underhand actions. We have to trust 
to the running of that girl. As to you, be . 
sure to attend at the Circus of the Bergeres . 
in the. dusk. You know M. d’Anquetil is not 
patient, and is quite the man to start without 
you.” 

When he gave me this counsel, the lunchccfn. 
bell sounded. 

“ Have you by chance,” he said to me, " a'; 
needle and thread ? My garments are torjfA 
at more than one place, and I should like to’; 
repair them as much as possible before goings 
to luncheon. Especially my breeches do not? 
leave me without some apprehension. They|, 
are so much torn that, should J not promptly! 
mend them, 1 run the risk of losing thenij 
altogether.” 
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J^Olir last Dinner at \I. (V As ionic's Table — Conversation of 
?«>" M. Jerome Coigmucl .uul M. d'Aslciac- --A Message 
from lloino-l'.iihmm: m ilie SpiUcl — We arc 
wanted for Murder — Our Flight — Jalicl causes me 
much .Misery « -Account ot the Ji>.v»uv.\ -■-■l.iic A1>1>6 
Coignard on Towns - Jaliel’s Midnight Visit— We are 
followed— -The Accident — M. Jerdiiic Coignard is 
stabbed 

I took my accustomed place* that day at 
the dining-table of the cabalist, oppressed by 
the idea that I sat down at it for the last time. 
Jahel’s treachery luul saddened my soul. 
.-Alas! thought I, iny most fervent wish 
„ had been to Jly with her, a wish which looked 
.-like being granted, and was now ful tilled in a 
. - very cruel manner. Again and again 1 
\ admired my beloved tutor’s wisdom who, 
i on a day when I desired too vivaciously the 
^'■success of some affair, answered with the 
y -folio wing citation : — “lit tribuit eis petitionem 
>yeorum.” My sorrows and anxieties spoilt my 
appetite, and I partook sparingly of llic dishes 

E rved. However, my dear tutor had preserved 
le unalterable gracefulness of his soul. 

He abounded in amiable discourse, and 
Invite might have said that he was one ot those 
H&ages which Teleinachus shows us conversing 
the shades of the Elysian Fields, and not 
4 ft man pursued as a murderer and reduced to a 
aa 3 
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roving and miserable life. M. d’Asteraci£ 
believing that I had passed the night at the# 
cookshop, kindly inquired after my parents^, 
and, as he could not abstract himself for 
single moment from his visions, said 

“ When I speak of that cook as being your ,! 
father it is (]uite understood that I express ' 
myself m a worldly sense, and not according. , 
to nature. Nothing proves, my son, that you... 
have not been begot by a Sylph. It is the 
very thing i prefer to believe, in so far,- 
as your spirit still delicate, shall grow in 
strength and beauty.” 

“Oh, sir! don’t speak like that,” replied 
my tutor, and smiled. “ You oblige him to 
hide his spirit so as not to damage his mother’s 
good name. Hut it you knew her better you 
could not but think with me that she never 
had any intercourse with a Sy. l]>h ; she is a- 
good Christian who has never accomplished, 
the work of the flesh with any other man than 
her husband, and who carries her virtue 
written distinctly on her features, very.- 
different from tin* mistress of that other cook--- 
shop, Madame Quonion, about whom they^ 
talked so much in Paris, as well as in the* 
provinces, in the days of my youth. Have*, 
you never heard of her, sir ? Her lover was| 
M. Mariette, who later on became secretary^ 
to M. d’Angervilliers. He was a stout manjj 
who left a jewel every time he visited his| 
beloved ; one day a Cross of Lorraine or a Hoiy| 
Ghost ; another day a watch or a chatelain^J 
or perhaps a handkerchief, a fan, a box. 'Ecjp 
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;her sake he rifled the jewellers and seamstresses 
‘.of the fair of St Germain. He gave her so 
much that, finding bis shop decorated like 
a shrine, the inaster-cook became, suspicious, 
that all* thill wealth could not have been 
honestly acquired, lie watched her, and very 
soon surprised her with her lover. It must be 
said that the husband was hut a jealous 
fellow. lie Hew into a temper, ami gained 
nothing by it, hut very much the reverse. 
For the amorous couple, plagued by his 
wrangling, -.won- to get rid of him. M. 
Mariotte had no little inllueuee. He got 
a lettre dr Ctuhrl in the name of that unhappy 
Quonion. On a certain day the perfidious 
woman said to her husband : 

“ ‘ Take me, l beg of you, on Sunday next 
out to dinner somewhere into the country. 
I promise myself uncommon pleasure from 
such an excursion.’ 

“ She became caressing and pressing, anti 
■ the husband, flattered, agreed to all her de- 
mands. On the Sunday, lie. got with her into 
.a paltry hackney coach to go to Porcherons. 
But they hail hardly got to Houle when 
' a posse of constables placed in readiness by 
‘ Marietta arrested him, and took him to 
..Bicetrc, from whence lie was sent to the 
'.Mississippi, where he still remains. Sonic- 
•bne composed a song which finished thus : 

1 l Tn mu ri sage el commode 
N'ouvrc les yeux qu'a demi 
II van l mieux clrc a la mode. 

Quo do voir Mississippi.’ 


P 
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And such is, doubtless, the most solid lesson-;., 
to be derived from the example given by 35 
Quonion the cook. 

" As to the story itself, it only needs to be\ 
narrated bv a Petronius or by an Apuleius - 1 
to equal the best Milesian fables. The moderns - 
aie- inferior to the ancients in epic poetry and . 
tragedy. .But if \vc do not surpass the Greeks 
and Latins in story-telling it is not the fault of . 
the ladies of Paris, who never cease enriching 
the material for tales by their ingenious and 
graceful inventions. You certainly know, sir, 
the stories of Boccaccio. T am sure that had 
that Florentine lived in our days in Prance ho 
would make of Quonion’s misfortune one of ; 
his pleasantest tales. As fai as I am myself 
concerned I have been reminded of it at this 
table for the sole purpose, and by the effect 
of contrast, to make the virtue of Madame 
Leonard Tournebioche shine. She is the 
honour of cooksliops, of which Madame .< 
Quonion is the disgrace. Madame Tourne-. 
broche, [ dare affirm it, has never abandoned 
those ordinary commonplace virtues the., 
practice of which is recommended in marriage,*; 
which is the only contemptible one of the£ 
seven sacraments." i 

“ I do not deny it,” said M. d’Asteraccdi 
“ But Mistress Tournebrochc would be stilly 
more estimable if she should have had inter-v? 
course with a Sylph, as Seiniramis had 'and;. 
Olympias and the mother of that grand jJope&l 
Sylvester II.” 

“ Ah, sir,” said the Abb6 Coignard, “ ydfe 
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are always talking to us of Sylphs and Sala- 
manders. Now, in simple good faith, have you 
ever seen any of them ? ” 

“ As clearly as I sec you this very moment,” 
replied .M. cl’Astcrac, and certainly closer, 
at least as far as Salamanders are concerned.” 

“ That is not sufficient, my dear sir, to 
make me believe in their existence, which 
is against the teachings of tin* Church. For 
one may be seduced by illusions. The eyes, 
and all our senses, are bm messengers of 
error and couriers of lies. They delude us 
more than they teach us, and bring us but 
uncertain and fugitive images. Truth escapes 
them, because truth is eternal, and invisible 
like eternity.” 

“ Ah ! ” said M. d’Asterac, “ T did not know 
you were so philosophical, nor of so subtle, a 
mind.” 

“ Thai’s true,” replied my good master. 
“• There are days on which my soul is heavier, 
and with preference attached to bed and table. 
But last night 1 broke a bottle on the head 
of an extortioner, and my mind is very much 
exalted over it. I feel myself capable of 
dissipating the phantoms which arc haunting 
you, and to blow off all that mist. For after 
all, sir, these Sylphs arc but vapours of your 
brain .' 

M. d’Asterac stopped him with a kind 
gesture and said : 

" I beg your pardon, abbe ; do you believe 
;in demons ? ” 

“ Without difficulty I can reply,” said my 
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good master, “ that I believe of demons all that 
is reported of them in the Scriptures, arid - 
that I reject as error and superstition all . 
and every belief in spells, charms and exorcism. 
Saint Augustine: teaches that when the 
Scriptures exhort us to resist the demons, 
it requires us to resist our passions and 
intemperate appetites. Nothing is more 
detestable than the devilries wherewith the 
Capuchin.- frighten old women.” 

“ I see,” said M. d’Aslerac, “ you do your 
best to think as an honest man. You hate as 
much as 1 do myself the coarse siqxTstitions 
of the monks. Hut, after aU, you do believe 
in demons, and I have not had much trouble 
to make you avow it. Know, then, that they 
are no other than Sylphs and Salamanders, 
ignorance and fear have disfigured them in 
timid imaginations Hut, as a fact, they are 
beautiful and virtuous, f will not lead you 
in the ways of the Salamanders, as I am not 
quite sure ol the purity of your morals ; but 
I can see. no impediment, abbe, to a fre- 
queiitatiou of the Sylplis, who inhabit the 
fields ol air. and voluntarily approach man 
in a spirit of friendliness and affection, so 
that they have been rightly named helping 
genii. Far from driving us to perdition,, 
as the theologians believe, who change them- 
into devils, they protect and safeguard their;', 
terrestrial friends. I could make you ac- 
quainted with numberless examples of the^ 
help they give. Hut to be short I’ll repeat; 
to you one single case which was told to me: 
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by Madame 1 c Marechalc do Granccy herself. 
Sne was middle-aged, and a widow for several 
years, when, one night, in her bed, she received - 
the visit of a Sylph, who said to her : ‘ Madame, 
have a search made in the wardrobe of your 
deceased husband. In the pocket of a pair 
of his breeches a letter will be (omul, which, 
if it became known, would ruin M. des Roches, 
my good friend and yours. Find that letter 
and burn it.’ 

“ The marcchale promised not to neglect 
this recommendation and iiupiiivd alter news 
of the defunct inarechal from the Sylph, who 
however disappeared without giving any reply. 
On waking -die summoned her women, and 
bade them look if some of the late numVhal’s 
garments remained in his wardrobe. The 
attendants reported that nothing was left, 
and that the lackeys had sold them all to old 
clothes dealt rs. Madame do Gran coy insisted 
on her women trying to find at least one pair 
of breeches. 

" Having searched in every corner they 
■ finally discovered a very old-fashioned pair 
of black satin, embroidered with carnations, 
and handed them to their mistress, who 
-found a letter in one of the pockets, which 
■contained more than would have been needed 
' to incarcerate M. des Roches in one of the 
state prisons. She burned the letter at once, 

. and so that gentleman was saved by his good 
-friends the Sylph and the marechalc. 

“ Are such, I ask you, abb<$, the manners 
of demons ? But let me rive you another 
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startling hit on the matter, which will impress 
you more, and will I am sure go to the heart 
of a learned man such as yourself. It is 
doubtless known to you that the Academy of 
Dijon is rich in wits. One of them’, whose 
name cannot be unknown to you, living in 
tlv last century, prepared with great labour 
an edition of Pindar. One night, worrying 
over live verses the sense of which he could 
not disentangle, so much was the text corrupt, 
he dozed oft, quite despairing, at cockcrow. 
During his sleep, a Sylph, who wished him well, ■ 
transporter! his spirit to Stockholm into the 
palace of Queen Christina, conducted him to 
the library, and look from one of the shelves 
a manuscript of Pindar’s showing him the 
difficult passage. The five verses were there, 
as well as two or three annotations which 
rendered them perfectly intelligible. 

“ In the violence of his contentment, our 
savant woke up, struck a light, and pencilled 
down the verses as they appeared to him in 
his sleep. After that he went to sleep again 
profoundly. On the following morning, think- 
ing over his night’s adventure, he at once 
resolved to try to get a confirmation. M. ’ 
Descartes happened at that very time to be in ■ 
Sweden, reading to the queen on pliilosophy. '■ 
Our Pinclarist knew him, but was on still 
closer terms with M. Clianut, the Swedish..' 
ambassador in France. Me wrote request-; 
ing him to forward a letter to M. Descartes,/ 
in which he asked him to be informed if / 
there really was in the queen's library at'/ 
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Stockholm a manuscript of Pindar containing 
■the version he mentioned. M. Descartes, an 
extremely courteous man, replied to the 
academician of Dijon that, as a fact, her 
Majesty* possessed a manuscript of Pindar, 
and that he had himself read there the verses, 
With the various readings contained in the 
letter.” 

M. d’Asterac, who had been peeling an 
apple during his narration, looked at M. 
Coigmird to enjoy the success of his discourse. 

My dear tutor smiled and said : 

“ Ah, sir ! I clearly see that I flattered 
myself with an idle hope, and that one cannot 
make you give up your vain imaginations. 
I confess with a good grace that you have 
shown us an ingenious Sylph, anil that I 
actually wish for such an obliging secretary. 
His assistance would be particularly useful 
to me on two or three passages in Zosiinus 
the Pauopolitun which are very obscurej 
Could you not be so good as to give me the 
means to evoke, if necessary, some Sylph 
< librarian as expert as that of Dijon ? ” 

M. d’Asterac replied gravely : 

" That’s a secret, abbe, that I will willingly 
i unveil to yon. lint be warned that you 
: would be a lost man should you communicate 
it to a profane person.” 

i. " Don’t be uneasy,” said the abbe, “ T have 
■ r a strong desire 1 to know so fine a secret, but I 
'■ will not conceal from you that I do not expect 
• any effect from it, as I do not believe in 
(.Sylphs. Instruct me, if you please.” 
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“ You request me ? ” replied the cabalist. 
“ Well, then, know that whenever you want , 
the assistance of a. Sylph, you have but to" 
pronounce the simple word Agta, and the sons' 
of the air will at once come to yen. But 
understand, M. Abbe, that the word must be. 
spoken by the heart as well as by the lips, and 
that faith alone gives it its virtue. Without 
faith ii is nothing but a useless murmur. 
Pronounce it as I do at this moment, putting 
in it neither soul nor wish, it has, even in my 
own month, but a very slight power, and at the 
utmost some of the children of light, if they 
have heard it, glide into «• is room, the light 
shadows of light. I’ve divined rather than 
seen them on yonder curtain, and they have 
vanished when hardly visible. Neither you 
nor your pupil has suspected their presence. 
But had T pronounced that magic word with 
real fervour you would have seen them appear 
in all their splendour. They are of a charming' 
beauty. Now, sir, f have entrusted you with 
a grand and useful secret. Ia-t me say again, 
do not divulge it imprudently. And do not 
sneer at the example of the Abbe de Villars,; 
who, for having revealed their secrets, was- 
murdered by the Sylphs, on the road to; 
Lyons.” ' 

“ On the. Lyons road ? ” said my good 
tutor. “ How strange ! " 

M. d’Asterac left us suddenly. 

“ I will now for the last time,” said the abbS ; : 
“visit that noble library where I have en- : 
joyed •' such austere pleasures and which I 
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shall never sec again. Do not fail, 
■Toumebroche, to bo at nightfall at the 
Bergeres Circus.” 

I promised to bo there ; it was my in- 
tention to lock myself in my room for the 
purpose of writing to M. d’Asterac, and my 
dear parents, asking them to kindly exniso mo 
for not taking personal leave of them, as 1 had 
to fly after an adventure wherein T was more 
unlucky than guilty. 

When f reached the door ot my room, 1 
heard heavy snoring from within. IVeping in 
I saw M. d’Antpiefil in my bod, sleeping, his 
sword at the bedside, playing cards strewn all 
over the quilt. I ''or a moment I fell tempted 
to run him through with his own sword, but 
tlic temptation did not last, and J left him 
sleeping. Notwithstanding my grief I could 
not help laughing when l thought that Jahel, 
being locked and bolted in by Alosaido, could 
not rejoin him. 

So I went to my tutor’s room, to write my 
letters, where I disturbed live or six rats, who 
i had begun to make a meal off his Boethius , 
.which hail remained on the night table. T 
wrote to my mother and to M. il’Aslerae, and 
-i * composed the most touching epistle to 
;.Jahel. My tears fell on this when I read it 
over for a second time. “ Perhaps,” 1 said to 
^myself, “ the faithless girl will cry too, and her 
'tears will mix with mine.” 

; r i "Then, overwhelmed as I was by fatigue and 
j^orrow, I threw myself on my tutor’s bed, and 
'soon went off into a kind of semi-sleep. 
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troubled by dreams, erotic and sinister. I was 
awakened by the taciturn Criton, who hadv 
entered the room and presented to me, on a.; 1 
silver salver, a sort of curling paper, whereon, 
a few badly written words were scribbled in 
pencil. Someone expected me at once outside' ~ 
the castle. The note was signed " Friar Ange,' 
unworthy Capuchin.” I went as quickly as I ; 
could, ami found the little friar seated on the' 
bank of a ditch in a state of pitiable dejection. • 
Wanting strength to get lip, he looked at me 
with his big dog’s eyes, nearly human and full 
of tears ; his sighs moved his board and chest. ■ 
In a tone which really pained •:ie he said : 

“ Alas ! Monsieur Jacques, the. hour of 
trial has come to Babylon, as it is said in the 
prophets. At the request of M. de la 
Gueritude, the. Lieutenant of Police had 
Mam’sellc Catherine taken by the constables 
to the spittcl, from whence she’ll be sent to 
America by the next convoy. 1 was informed 
of it by Jeannette the hurdy-gurdy player,. ' 
who saw Catherine brought in a cart to the 
spittol, as she left it herself after having been - 
cured of an evil ailment by the surgeon’s art ? 
— at least 1 hope so, please God ! And?? 
Catherine is to be transported, and no reprieve'!' 
to be expected.” ■ 

And Friar Ange at this point, in his dis- ; y 
course groaned and shed tears abundantly^ 
After doing my best to console him I asked if 
he had nothing else to tell me. •..£$ 

“ Alas ! M. Jacques,” he replied. “ I have* 
intimated the essential, and the remainder*! 
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'.floats in my head like the Spirit of God on the 
i: waters, without comparison if you please. 
/The matter is dark altogether. Catherine’s 
-misfortune has taken away my senses. It 
• needed the necessity of giving you important 
' news to bring me to tin* threshold of this 
cursed house, where you live in company with 
: all sorts of devils, and it was with dismay, 
and after having recited the prayer of Saint 
. Francis, that I ventured to knock at the door 
. for the purpose of handing to a lackey the note 
I wrote to you. 1 do not know if you have 
been able to read it, as I have but little 
practice in forming letters, and the paper was 
not of the best to write on, but you see it is 
the honour of our holy order not to give way 
to the vanities of our century . Ah! Catherine 
at the spittel 1 Catherine in America ! Is it 
not enough to break the hardest heart ? 
Jeannette herself wept abundantly, ami did so 
in spite of her jealousy of Catherine, who 
prevails over her in youth and beauty just as 
Saint Francis surpasses in holiness all the 
'.other blessed ones. Ah, M. Jacques 1 
/'Catherine in America ! Such are the strange 
/•ways of Providence. Alas ! our holy religion 
•i.is Arue, and King David was right in saying 
VJhat we am like the grass of the field — is not 
^.'Catherine at the spittel ? The stones on 
Kyvhicli I am sitting arc happier than I, not- 
/.• withstanding that I wear the signs of a 
^Christian and a monk. Catherine at the 
sfspittel ! ” 

He sobbed again. I waited till the torrent 
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of his sorrow had passed away, and then asked" 
him if he had any news of my parents.- 

“ M. Jaccjues,” he replied, “ ’tis they who- 
have sent me to you, bearer of a pressing 
message. I must tell you that they are not 
very happy, through llu- fault of Master 
Leonard, vour father, who passes in drinking 
ami gambling all the flays (iod has given him. 
And savoury fumes of roasting geese and 
fowls do not now arise to the signboard of 
Queen Pcdauqiic swinging sadly in the damp 
wind which rusts it. Where are the times 
when the smell of your father’s rook-drop per- 
fumed the Rue Saint Jacques, from tin* lJiilc 
Bacchus to the Three Maids ? Since yonder 
sorcerer visited it. everything wastes away,, 
beasts and men, ii ■ consequence of the spell 
he has thrown on :l. And vengeance divine 
is manifest there since that fat Abbe Coignard 
made his entry, and I was cast out. It was 
t.lie beginning of the evil, inaugurated by 
M. Coignard, who prides himself on the depths 
of his knowledge, and the distinelion of his 
manners. Pride is the spring of all evil. 
Your pious mother was \cry wrong, M.. 
Jacques, not to have been satisfied with such, 
teaching as I charitably gave you, and which., 
would have, made you Jit to superintend the', 
cooking, to manage the larding, and to carry! 
the banner of the guild after the demise, the.' 
funeral service and the obsequies of your- 
worthy father, which cannot be very far off, as-; 
all life is transitory and hi; drinks to excess.”^ 
It may be easily understood how sorely X', 
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was afidictcd by this news. My tears and 
■those of Friar Angc mixed freely together. 
However I inquired after my mother. 

Friar Ange replied : 

“God,«who alTlicted Rachel in Rama, has 
sent to your mot her, Monsieur Jacques, 
sundry tribulations for her good, ami to 
chastise Master Leonard lor the sin he com- 
mitted by maliciously expelling, in my humble, 
person, our Lord Jesus t hrift hoii. ins cook- 
shop. He has transferred most of the pur- 
chascrs of poultry and pies to the daughter of 
Madame Ommion, who turns the spit at the 
other end of the Rue Saint Jaeque. Your 
moth, i sees with sorrow that the other house 
is blessed at the cost ol her own, and that her 
shop is now deserted to such a degree that, 
•figuratively speaking, moss rovers its threshold. 
She is sustained in her trials, firstly, by her 
devotion to Saint Francis; secondly, by the 
consideration of the progress of your worldly 
position, which enables you to wear a sword 
like a man of condition. 

“ But this second consolation has been much 
• shaken by the constables calling this very 
morning at the cookshop to take, you inti* 
/custody, and carry you to the Bicetre Prison, 
>to break stones for a year or two. It was 
-.Catherine who denounced you to M. do la 
' Gu&itudo, but you must not blame her for it ; 
..she did her duty as a Christian bv confessing 
-..the truth. She accused you and the Abbe 
J .Coignard of being M. d’Anquetil’s accomplices, 
5 and gave a faithful account of all the murder 
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and bloodshed perpetrated in the course of; 
that terrible night. Alas ! her truthfulness^ 
was of no use ; she was carried to the spittel? : 
It’s downright horrible to think of it.” > 

At this point of his story, the little friar 
covered his face with his hands and sobbed and' 
cried anew. 

Night had conic, and 1 was afraid to fail in 
iny appointment. Pulling the little friar out 
of the ditch, I put him on his feet, and wished 
him to k« cp me company on my walk along 
the Saint Germain road to the Circus of the 
Bergeres. He obeyed me willingly. Sadly 
walking l>v my side, he asked my assistance 
in disentangling the mixeu-up threads of his 
thoughts. T put him back to where the con- 
stables came to search for me at the cookshop. 

“ As they could not find you,” lie continued, 
“ they wanted to take your father. Master 
Leonard pretended lie did not know where you 
were hidden . Your mother said the same, and 
took her sacred oatli on it. May God forgive 
her. Monsieur Jacques, as evidently she per- 
jured herself. The constables began to get;’ 
cross. Your father reasoned well with 'them,', 
and took them to have a drink with him, aftpri. 
which they parted quite friendly. Meanwhile?; 
your mother went after me to the Threes 
Maids , where l was soliciting alms according' 
to the holy rules of my order. She sent me tdj 
you to warn you that immediate flight is yourt 
only safety, as the Lieutenant of Police would' 
soon discover your retreat.” • $ 

Listening to this sad news, I walked with;’ 
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' a quicker step, and we passed the bridge of 
..Neuilly. 

7 On the rather steep hill leading to the 
. circus, the elms of which soon became visible, 
7 the littlc.friar said with a dying voice : 

“Your mother particularly asked me to warn 
' you of the danger you are in, ami handed to me 

• a little bag she had secreted under her dress 
I cannot find it,” he added, after having felt 
all over his body. “ 1 Low do you expect me 
to find anything after losing Ck’th'Tim ? She 
was devoted to Saint Francis, and lavish of 
alms, and now' they have treated her like a 
harlot, and will shave her head ; it’s heart- 
breaking to think that she will look like a 
milliuu’s doll, and bo shipped in that state to 
America, when* she runs the. risk of dying by 
fever and being eaten by cannibal savages.” 

When he ended this discourse with a sigh 
we had reached the circus. To the left, the 
inn of the Red llorsc showed its roof over 
a double row of elms, its dormer window’s 
with their pulleys, while, under the foliage the 

• gateway was to be seen wide open. 

I slackened my walk, and the little friar 
■ sat down on the roots of a tree. 

Friar Ange,” I said to him, “you men- 
vtioned a satchel my dear mother handed you 
4 for me.” 

" Quite right ; she wished me so to do,” 
^replied the little Capuchin, “ and I have 
put it somewhere so safely that I cannot 
^.jremember where, and you ought to know, 
i^Slonsieur Jacques, that I could not have 
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lost it for any other reason but from too much' . 
carefulness.” 

I rather sharply said that I did not belieye ;■ 
he had lost the satchel, and should he not find 
it at once I would search for it myself. 

He understood and, sighing deeply, brought 
out from under his frock a little bag made, 
oi cultured calico, and handed it to me. It 
contained a crown piece and a medal with 
tlie effigy of the Black Virgin of Chartres, 
which I kissed fervently, shedding tears of 
tenderness and repentance. The little friar 
took out of his large pockets a parcel of 
coloured prints and prayers, badly illuminated, 
made a rapid selection, and gave me two or 
three of them, those he considered the most 
useful to pilgrims, travellers, and all wandering 
people, saying : 

“ They an 1 blessed and of good effect against 
danger til death and sickness. You have 
only to recite the text printed on them, or 
lt> lay them on the skin of your hotly. I give 
them to you, M. Jacipc-s, for Lhe love of God:.. 
Do not forget to give me. an alms. Keep in 
mind that 1 beg in the name of Saint Francis. 
He’ll prottcl you, without fail, if you assist- 
the. most unworthy of his sons, and that.. is: 
precisely myself.” ' 

Listening to liis speech, I saw in the doubt-', 
fill twilight a post-chaise and four come out 
of the gateway of the Red Horse inn, heard the 
wlii]>s cracking and the horses pawing the- 
ground when the driver stopped on the high-; 
road, close to the tree on the roots of whic&- 
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Friar Ange was sitting. It was not an 
ordinary post-cliaise, but a very large, clumsy 
vehicle, having room to seat four, and a small 
coup 6 in front. 1 looked at it for a minute 
or two, when up the hill came M. d’Anquctil, 
with Jahel, carrying several parcels under her 
cloak and wearing a mob-cap. M. Coignard 
followed them, loaded with live or six books 
wrapped up in an old thesis. When they 
reached the carriage the postboys lowered the 
carriage steps, and my beautiful mistress, 
raising her skirt like ri balloon, ascended into 
the carriage, pushed from behind by M. 
d’Anquetil. 

I ran towards them ami shouted : 

“ Stop, Jahel ! Slop, sir ! ” 

But the seducer only pushed the perfidious 
girl the more, and her charming rounded 
figure quickly disappeared. Preparing him- 
self to climb after her, one foot on the steps, he 
looked at me with surprise. 

“ Oh ! Monsieur Tournebrocbu ! You 
would then take from me all my mistresses ! 
Jahel after Catherine. Do you do it for a 
.wager ? ” 

But I did not hear what he said, and con- 
tinued. to call Jahel, the while Friar Ange, 
.■having risen from his seat under the elm-tree, 
'came up to the carriage door, and offered to 
:M. d’Anquetil pictures of Saint Koch, a prayer 
to be recited during the shoeing of a horse, 
another against fever, and asked him for 
charity with a mournful voice. 

I should have stopped there the whole of the 

Q 
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night, calling Jahcl, if my good tutor had not . 
got hold of me and pushed me inside the large 
compart nn -nt of the carriage, which he entered 
after me. 

“ Let them have the con (>6 by themselves,” 
he said to ine, “ and let ii* travel in the large 
lomparlmcnt. I have been looking for you, 
Tournebroche, and, not 1o withhold anything 
from you, had quite made; up my mind to 
depart without you when, happily, F dis- 
covered yon in company with tin- Capuchin 
under yonder elm-tree. We could not delay 
any longer, as M. <le la (iuerilude has given 
sharp orders to look even. where for us. He 
has a long ann. having lent money to I he king.” 

The carriage was moving on. but Friar 
Ange clung to the door, with hand out- 
stretched, begging pitifully. 

I sank into the cushions. 

“ Alas, sir,” l exclaimed, " did you not tell 
me that jahel was lneki d in threefold ?■” 

” Mv son," replied my good master, “not 
too much confidence may be placed in 
women, who always play their tricks on the 
jealous and their locks. If the door is closed,.- 
they jump out of the window. You have no 
idea, my dear Tournebroche, of the cunning 
of women. The amieuts have reported ad- 
mirable examples of it, and many a one you’ll 
lind in Apiileius. where they are sprinkled like, 
salt in the ‘ Metamorphose -s.’ Jlut the best- 
example is given in an Arabian tale recently 
brought to Europe by M . Galand, and which 
I will tell you. \ 
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“ Schariar, Sultan of Tartary, and his 
brother, Schahzcnan, walked one day on the 
seashore, when they saw rise suddenly above, 
the waves a black column, moving towards the 
shore. .They recognised it as a genie of the - 
most ferocious kind, in the form of an im- 
mensely tall giant, carrying on his head a glass 
case locked with four iron locks. Both were 
seized with dismay, so much so that they hid 
themselves in the fork of a tree standing near.- 
The genie however came on slu.ie, ana brought 
the glass case to the tree when.; the two 
princes were hiding. Then he lay down and 
soon went to sleep. Mis outstretched legs 
reached the sea, and his breathing shook earth 
and heaven. During his terrifying repose the 
cover of the glass case ro-r bv itself, and out of 
it came a woman with a majestic body and 
of the most perfect beauty. Slit' raised her 
head ” 

Here 1 interrupted his narrative, which 1 
had hardly listened to, and exclaimed : 

“ Ah ! sir, what do you think Jaliel and 
M. d’Anquetil are saying at this moment, all by 
themselves in the coupe ? ” 

“ l don’t know,” replied my dear tutor : 
“it’s their business, not ours. But let me 
finish the Arabian tale, which is full of sense. 
You've interrupted me inconsiderately, 
Tourncbroche, at the very moment when the 
damsel, looking lip, discovered the two princes 
in the tree. She made them a sign to come 
down - but desirous as they were to respond 
to the appeal of a person of so much beauty, 
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they were afraid to approach so terrible a 
giant. Seeing that they hesitated she said to 
. them in an undertone : ‘ Come down at once, 
or I wake up the genie.’ Her resolute and re- 
solved countenance made them understand 
that it was not a vain threat, and that the 
safest, as also the most pleasant, thing to do 
was to go down without delay, which they 
diil as quietly as possible, so as not to wake the 
giant. The lady, taking their hands, led them 
somewhat i.u ther away under tin: trees, and 
gave them to understand very clearly that she 
was ready at once to give herself to both. 
Grace full \ they accepted the beauty’s offer, 
and as they were men of courage fear did 
not spoil their enjoyment. Having obtained 
from both what she had wished for, and seeing 
that each of the two princes wore, a ring, she 
asked them for their ring.-. Returning to 
the glass case win re she lived, she took out of 
it a chaplet of rings, and showed it to the 
princes. 

“ ‘ Do you know what is the meaning of 
this chapiet ot sings ? They are those of all 
the men for whom 1 have had the same kind- 
ness as ‘h>r yoi.. Their number, all told, is 
ninety-eight. I keep them as souvenirs, for 
that same reason, and 1o complete, the century 
I have asked for yours. And now to-day I 
have had a full hundred lovers, in spite of the 
vigilance and care of yonder giant, who never 
leaves me. He may lock me in the glass case 
as much as he likes, and hide me in the depths 
of ; he sea. I deceive- him as often as I please.’ 
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“ That ingenious apologue,” added my good 
tutor, “shows you that the women of the Orient, 
who arc shut up and cloistered, are as cunning, 
as their sisters of the Occident, who are free 
of their movement*. Whenever a woman 
wants something there is no husband, lover, 
father, mu le, or tutor able to prevent her carry- 
ing out her will. And therefore, my dear boy, 
you ought not to be surprised that to deceive 
that old Mordecai was but child’s play for 
Jahel, whose perverse spirit is made up of all 
the enteness of our sho-geldings and the 
perfidy of the Orient. I guess her to be as 
ardent, in sensual pleasure, as greedy after 
gold and silver; altogether a woithy descend- 
ant ot the race of Aholali and Aliolibah. 

“ She is of an acid and mordant beauty, and 
I do not deny that somehow she excites me, 
although age, sublime m« dilations, and the 
miseries of an agitated life have sufficiently 
mortified in me the lust of the flesh. You’re 
suffering over the success of !\I. d’AmpietiVs 
adventure with her, wherefore I reckon t hat von 
feel much more than 1 do the sharp tooth of 
desire, and ihat jealousy is tearing you. Ami 
that’s the reason you blame an action, irregular 
Cgrtainlv, contrary to vulgar propriety, but 
withal indifferent in character, or at least not 
adding much to the universal evil. Tnwardly 
you condemn me for having had a part in it, 
and you fancy you defend the principle of 
chaste living when you do nothing except 
■ from the prompting of your passions. Such 
is the way, my dear boy, that we colour for 
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the use of our own eyes our worst instincts. 
Human morals have no other origin. Confess, 
•however, that it would have been a pity to 
leave such a fine girl for a single day longer 
with that old lunatic. Acknowledge that 
M. d’Anquetil, young and handsome, is a- 
bettor mate for such a delicious creature, and 
resign yourself to accept what cannot be. 
altered. Such wisdom is diilicult to practise ; 
but it would have been more diilicult still, had 
your own mistress been taken from you. In 
such a case you’d feel the iron teeth torture your 
flesh, Ailing your soul with images odious and 
precise This consideration, my boy, ought 
to case your present sufferings. Besides, life is 
full of labour and pain. It is tliis which evokes 
in us tin: just hope of an eternal beatitude.” 

Thus spoke my good tutor, while the elms 
of the king’s highway passed quickly before 
our eyes. I did not let him know that he 
irritated my griefs in trying to soothe them, 
and that he, without being aware of it, had laid 
his linger on my wound. 

Our lirst stoppage was at Juvisy, where we 
arrived in the rain early in the morning. 
Entering the post *nn 1 found Jaliel in the 
corner of the. fireplace, where five or six fowls 
were roasting on a spit. She was warming her 
feet, and showed part of a silken stocking, 
which was a great trouble for me, because it 
brought her leg to my mind. I seemed to, 
see all the beauty of her satin skin, the down, 
and all other striking circumstances. M^ 
d’Anquetil was leaning on the back of the chair 
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whereon she was sitting, holding her cheeks 
‘ with his hands. He called her his soul and his 
life, asked her if she was hungry, and on her 
saying yes, he went out to give the necessary* 
orders. 

Remaining alone with the unfaithful one I 
looked in lu-r eves, which reflected the flames 
of the Are. 

“ Ah ! Jahel,” 1 exclaimed, *' I am very 
unhappy ; you have betrayed me, and you no. 
longer love me.” 

• "Who says lliat 1 do not love you any 
more ? ” she asked, and looked at me with her 
velvety eyes of Maine. 

“ Alas ! mademoiselle, your conduct shows 
it Sufficiently.” 

"But, Jacques, could you envy the 
trousseau of Dutch linen and the godroon 
plate that the gentleman is to present me with ! 

I only ask for your forbearance fill lie has lui- 
Alled bis promises, and after that you’ll see 
that 1 am still to you as 1 was at the Croix- 
des-Sablons.” 

" And in the. meantime, Jahel ? Alas ! 
lie will enjoy your favours." 

“ I feel,” she replied, “ that that: will be a 
trifle, and that nothing will efface the strength 
.of the feeling you have inspired me with. Do 
..not torment yourself with such mere 
■nothings ; they arc only of value by your 
idea of them.” 

“ Oh ! ” I exclaimed, “ my idea of them is 
horrible, and I am really afraid that 1 shall 
■ not be able to survive your treachery.” 
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■ ■ ■ ' i 

She looked at me with a somewhat mocking', 
sympathy, and said with a smile : ;; 

“ Believe me, my friend, neither of us will, 
die of it. Think, Jacques, that I am in want . 
of plate and linen. Be prudent, do ijot show 
the feelings that agitate you, and I promise, 
to reward you for your discretion, later on.” 

This hope softened somewhat my poignant, 
grief. The innkeeper’s wife laid on the table 
the lavender-scented cloth, the powder plates, 
goblets and pitchers. I was very hungry, 
and when M. d’Anquetil, in company with the 
abb<S, re-entered the dining-hall, inviting us to 
eat a morsel with him, 1 willingly sat down 
between Jahel and my dear old tutor. We 
were afraid of being followed, so after having 
put away three omelets and a couple of spring 
chickens we resumed our journey. We re- 
solved, seeing the danger of pursuit, to pass 
every halting place without slopping as far 
as Sens, where we decided to stay the night. 

My imagination went horribly to that 
night at Sens, thinking that there Jahel’s 
treachery would be completed. And so much' 
was I troubled by those but too legitimate 
apprehensions that I listened with but half an 
ear to the discourse of my good master, t§i 
whom every trifling incident of our journey, 
suggested the most admirable reflections. 

My jealous fears were not groundless/ 
We alighted at the best inn at Sens, ■ 
that paltry hostelry of The Armed Man.' 
Supper hardly over, M. d’Ajiquetil took' 
Jahel with him to his room, which was next 
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to mine. You may believe that I could not 
enjoy a wink of sleep. Jumping out of bed 
-.'•at daybreak, I left my chamber of torture. I 
‘. seated myself under the waggoner’s porch, 
where tjic postboys drank white wine and 
■ played the deuce with the servants. I re- 
mained there two or three hours contemplating 
my misery. The horses were already 
harnessed when Jalicl appeared under the 
. porch, shivering all over, under her black 
cloak. I could not bear the sight of her, and 
. turned my moistened eyes away. She came 
to me, sat dost? to me on the stone, and told 
me sweetly not to be disconsolate, as what I 
thought monstrous was but a trifle ; that one 
has 10 be reasonable ; that I was too much a 
man of spirit to want a woman for myself 
alone ; that if one wished for that one had to 
take a housekeeper without brains or beauty, 
and even then it. was a big risk to run. 

. “ And now, Jacques,” she added somewhat 
hurriedly, *' I must leave you, and quickly ; 
I can hear the steps of M. d’Anquetil descend- 
ing the stairs.” 

She pressed a hasty kiss on my burning 
ivlips, giving and prolonging it with the violent 
^.voluptuousness of fear, as the spurred boots 
.j{oi her sweetheart made the wooden steps of 
>y$he stairs creak, and the intriguer was in fear 
:^pf losing her Dutch linen trousseau and her 
; godroon silver pot. 

^ The postboy lowered the steps of the cou.pt , 
i -but M. d’Anquetil asked Jahel if it would not 
*v=be more pleasant to travel all four together in 
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the large compartment, and I recognised that';-; 
that was the first effect of his intimacy with!; 
Jahel, and that the full satisfaction ■ of his ^ 
desires had left it less agreeable to be alone V 
with her. My good old tutor had taken care - 
to provide himself with five or six bottles of ;., 
white wine from the cellar of The Armed, Man , 
which he laid under the cushions, and which, 
we drank to overcome the monotony of the " 
journey. 

At mid-day we arrived at Joigny, a neat and 
pretty town. Foreseeing that my ready 
money would be all used before wc could 
arrive at the end of our journey, and finding 
the idea intolerable of letting M. d’Anquetil 
pay my part in the travelling expenses unless 
I was compelled to do so by the most un-.. 
avoidable necessity, 1 resolved to sell a ring 
and a medallion, gilts from my mother, and 
went about the town in quest of a jeweller, 
ready to buy them. I discovered one in the 
square opposite the church, who sold crosses 
and chains in a shop under the sign of The 
Good Faith. What was my astonishment* 
to find in this very shop, before the counter, 1 .- 
my good master, showing to the jeweller five,, 
or six little diamonds, and asking the shqpR 
man what price he would offer for thoseS 
stones. I recognised them immediately gs-’ 
those which M. d’Asterac had shown us. £ 

The jeweller examined the stones, anefcx 
looking at the abbe from under his spectacles 
said : 

“ Sir, these stones would be of great valued 
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if they were genuine. But they are not, and 
>no touchstone is needed to find that out. 
These are nothing but glass beads, good only 
‘for children to play with, or to be used in the 
' crown o£ a village Holy Virgin, where they 
- would have a charming effect.” 

Having listened to that reply, 3VI. Coignard 
picked up his diamonds and turned his back on 
the jeweller. In so doing he became aware 
:.of my presence, and looked rather confused 
over it. 1 brought my business to an end 
promptly, and meeting my dear old tutor at 
the shop door I mildly reproached him with 
-the wrong he had done to himself, as well as to 
his companions, by taking these stones, which 
for Ins greater guilt might have been real. 

“ My son,” he replied, “ God, to keep me 
innocent of crime, willed these stones to be 
false and a mere sham. 1 avow to you 
’ that I did wrong to take them. You seem 
sorry about it ; it’s a leaf of my life’s book 
' I should like to tear out, like some others not 
so neat and immaculate as they ought to be. 
I, understand deeply all that is reprehensible 
m my conduct. But no man has a right to be 
^entirely cast down when he is faulty, and just 
/j'iiQW, and in this special case, I think I ought 
ftp say of myself, in the words of an illustrious 
beamed man : ‘ Considei your great frailty, 

v<rf which you make but too often a show ; 
fand withal it is for your salvation that such 
^things should rise up in the road of your life. 
gSot everything is lost for you if oftentimes 
;fiyou find yourself afflicted and rudely tempted ; 
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and if you succumb to temptation you’re % 
man, not a god ; you’re flesh and bloody 
not an angel. How could you expect to?; 
remain always in a state of virtue when the'--. 
angels in heaven and the first man- in Eden-, 
could not remain faithful to virtue ? ’ Such ■ 
are. my dear Tournebroche, the only con-V 
vernations adapted to the present state of my... 
soul. Put, after this unhappy occurrence,-^ 
which I do not wish to dwell on longer, is it', 
not time to return to the inn, there to drink, 
in company with the postboys, who are 
simpleminded and of easy intercourse, one or 
more bottles of country wine ? ” 

I quite agreed, and we soon reached the 
hostelry, where we found M. d’Anquetil, who, 
returning like ourselves from the town, had 
brought some playing cards. He played a', 
game of piquet with my tutor, and when we’ 
resumed our journey they continued to play- 
in the carriage. That rage for play which’.- 
occupied my rival gave me occasion for an. 
undisturbed conversation with Jahel, who. 
liked very much, to chat with me, since she 
was left to herself. Her talk had a kind o£$ 
bitter sweetness for me. Reproaching her for? 
her perfidy and unfaithfulness, I gave vent 
my grief in feeble or violent complaints. IT 
“ Alas 1 Jahel ! ” I said, " the memory^ 
and the image of your tenderness, which? 
made but lately my dearest delight, haye£ 
become a cruel torture to me when I thinks 
that to-day you belong to another person^ 
whereas formerly you were mine.” . 
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' She replied : 

V ‘ “ A woman does not behave equally to all 
//men.” 

' /' And when I prolonged my lamentations 
.^■and reproaches to excess she said : 

“ I am quite aware that I have caused you 
''Some pain. But that is no reason for you 
to plague me a hundred times a day with your 
/.useless moans.” 

M. d'Anquetil when he lost was in a 
bad temper and molested Jauei, while she, 
anything but patient, threatened to write to 
' her Uncle Mosaide to come and fctcli her 
.back. These quarrels were at Jirst rather 
pleasant to me, and gave me no small 
. hopes ; but after a repeated renewal of them 
I became rather anxious, as they were always 
followed by impetuous reconciliations, which 
exploded suddenly into kisses and lascivious 
•' whisperings. M. d’Anquetil could hardly bear 
. my presence. He had on the other hand a 
.vivid tenderness for my good tutor, which he 
'.well deserved for Iris always joyful humour 
\and the incomparable elegance of his mind. 
." They played and drank together with a daily 
'/‘’growing sympathy. Knee to knee, so as to 
.//steady the table whereon they played cards, 
fjkthey laughed, bantered, chaffed each other, 

d if occasionally they became angry, and 
$threw the cards in one another’s face, and 
|^swore at each other with such oaths as would 
j|j$iave made the boxers of Port Saint Nicolas 
&br the bargemen of the Mail blush, M. 
Hq’Anquetil swore by God Almighty, the Holy 
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Virgin and all the saints, that in all his life-,; 
he had never met with a worse thief than th&i-i 
Abb6 Coignard. Notwithstanding it remained;': 
clearly evident that he liked my good tutor ;':, 
and it was a real pleasure, as soon as one of 
these quarrels had terminated, to listen to his 
laughter as he said : 

“ Abb6, you'll be my almoner and play ' 
piquet with me. You’ll also have to hunt. ■ 
with us. In the remotest corner of the Perche* 
we will look out for a horse strong enough 
to carry your weight, and you’ll get hunting 
clothes like the ones I saw worn by the Bishop ■ 
of Uzds. It is, besides, high time you had a 
new suit of clothes ; yom breeches, abb£, 
hardly keep on your behind.” 

Jahel also inclined towards the irresistible 
charm with which my dear tutor inliuenced all 
mankind. She made up her mind to repair, 
if possible, all the disorders of his dress. ' 
First she tore up one of her own gowns and, 
used the pieces to patch up the coat and ' 
breeches of my venerable friend ; she also ’ 
made him a present of a laced handkerchief.' 
to use it as a band. My good tutor accepted^ 
these little presents with a dignity full of..' 
graciousness. More than once I had occasion/: 
to observe that he was a gallant when talking'? 
to women. He took a lively interest in them,y 
without ever showing the slightest indiscreet 
tion. He praised them with the science pf aj 
connoisseur, giving them counsels out of hi^ 
long experience, diffusing over them the 
limited indulgence of a heart always ready 
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.forgive any kind of human weakness, and 
withal, never omitted any occasion to make 
;them understand the great and useful truths. . 
V We arrived on the fourth day of our journey 
at Montbard, and alighted on a hill, from 
which we could overlook the whole town, 
which appeared in a small space as if it had 
been painted on canvas by a clever limner 
anxious to reproduce every detail. 

• “ Look” my dear old tutor said, “ on these' 
steeples, towers, roofs, which ri:.e up out of the 
green. It is a town, ami without actually 
searching for its history and name, it is well to 
contemplate it as the worthiest subject of 
meditation we may encounter on the surface 
of tlie world. As a fact any town furnishes 
material for speculations of the spirit. The 
postboys tell us that yonder is Montbard, a 
place utterly unknowm to me. Nevertheless I 
am not afraid to affirm, by analogy, that the 
people living therein resemble ourselves, are 
e jotistic cowards, perfidious gluttons, dis- 

■ solute. Otherwise they could not be human 
^beings and descendants of Adam, at once 

■ miserable and venerable, and in wiiom all our 
^instincts, down to the most ignoble, have 
f their august origin . The only possibly doubtful 
£ matter with yonder people, is to know if they 
*iare more inclined to food or to procreation, 
s But a doubt is hardly permissible ; a philo- 
rgbpher will soundly opine that hunger is for 
'■[these unhappy ones a more pressing necessity 
£thian love. In the greenness of my youth I 
v believed that the human animal is before all 
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things inclined to sexual intercourse. But.?- 
that was a wanton error, as it is quite clear v 
.that human beings are more interested ini 
conserving their own lift: than in giving life to>; 
others. Hunger is the axis of humanity ; 
but after all, as it seems to be useless to discuss' • 
the matter any further, I’ll say, with your;, 
permission, that the life of mortals has two . 
poles — hunger and love. And here it is that 
one has to open ears and soul ! These ’ 
hideous cicaturcs who are born only to devour ' 
or to embrace furiously, one the other, live 
together under the sway of laws which pre- 
cisely interdict their satisfying that double 
and fundamental concupiscence. These 
ingenious animals, having become citizens, 
voluntarily impose on themselves all sorts of 
privations ; they respect the property of their 
neighbours, which is prodigious, if you take 
their avaricious nature into consideration; 
they observe the rules of modesty, which is an 
enormous hypocrisy, but generally consists in 
but seldom speaking of that of which they 
think without ceasing. Then, let’s be true and ; 
honest, gentlemen, when we look on a woman, : 
we do not attach our thoughts to the beauties 
of her soul or the pleasantness of her spirit,; 
when we approach her we have in view' 
principally her natural form. And the; 
amiable creatures know it so well that theV; 
have their dresses made by the fashionably, 
dressmakers, and take good care not only not 
to veil their charms, but to exaggerate theiql 
by all sorts of artifices. And M ade moiselfcb 



V-pN ' TiftE tYONS RpAD > 357? 

j|[&hef/* who certainly is not a savage, would 
ipo distressed if, on her, art had gained the 
plyantage over nature to such a degree as to 
prevent the fulness of her bosom and the 
(rqundness of her thighs being seen. And so 
ju'is that, since Adam’s fall, wc see mankind 
jjtjiingry and incontinent. Why do they, when 
^fesemblcd in towns, impose on themselves 
privations of all kinds, and submit to a rule 
Sof life contrary to their own corrupted nature ? ‘ 
fTt is said that they find it advantageous, and 
that they feel that their individual security 
^depends on such restriction. Hut that would 
ybe to suppose them to have too much reasoning 
'.power, and, what’s more, a false reasoning, 
because it is absurd to save one’s life at the 


.expense of all that makes it reasonable and 
^valuable. It is further said that fear keeps 
(them obedient, and it is true that prison, 
'gallows and wheels are excellent assurers of 
^Submission to existing laws. But it is also 
'^certain that prejudice conspires with the laws, 
■*and it is not easy to see how compulsion could 
mave been universally established. Laws are 
2&iid'.to be the necessary conformity of things ; 
||>ui we have become aware that that confor- 
Ifsajjty is contradictory to nature, and far from 
fjfeing necessary. Therefore, gentlemen. I’ll 
HefokTor the source and origin of the laws not 
||£:inan, but outside man, and I should think 
being strangers to mankind they derive 
^b'Ciod, who not only formed with His 
ftlwi^haysterious hands earth and water, plants 
gSfi&.ammals, but the people also, and human 
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society. I’m inclined to believe that the la\ 
come direct from Him, from His first decalo£ 
and that they arc inhuman because they sl, 
divine. It must be well understood that _ 
here consider the codes in thi ir principles ah^j 
in their essence, without taking note of the®"" 
ridiculous diversities and then pitiable **oi 
plications. The details of customs and 
scriptions, the written as well as the oral, 
man’s work, and to be despise d. But do nol 
let us be afraid to iccognise that the town* 
is a divine institution. As a result, every 
government ought to be theocratic. Ond; 
priest, famous for the part he took in the* 
declaiation of 1682, M. Bos-.net, was not in' 
error, when he wanted to foim the rules of 
pohtv aftei the maxims of the Scriptures ; and 
if he has pitiably failed in this endeavour, you, 
have to accuse the 'weakness of his genius 
alone, which w'as too narrow lv attached to 
examples taken from the books ot Judges and^ 
Kings, without seeing that God, when H$ 
works on tlus w r orld, proportions Himself^ to[ 
time and space, end knows the difterence 
tween Frenchmen and Israelites. The cit 
established under His true and sole legitimaf 
authority will not be the town of Joshua, ! 
and David ; it wall rather be the towm oti 
gospels, the town of the poor, where worlT 
man and prostitute will not be humiliated* 
the Fharisee. Oh, sirs, how r excellent it WQl 
be to extract from the Scriptures a pot 
more beautiful and more saintly than 1 
which was extracted therefrom by that 
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^sterile M. Bossuet ! What a city, more 
‘ ionious than that erected by the sounds 
le lyre of Orpheus, could be built on the 
dms of Jesus Christ, on the day when His 
ji|iests, no more sold to emperors 'and kings, 
manifest themselves as the true princes of the 
people 1 ” 

'•’■While, standing round my good master, we 
li^t^ned to his discourse, we were, without 
Noticing it, surrounded by a troop of beggars, 
pho, -limping, shivering, spitting, frightening 
the sparrows, shook their swellings and 
deformities, spreading evil smells and suffocat- 
ing us with their blessings. They struggled 
passionately for some small silver pieces M. 
d’Anquetil threw among them, fell to the 
’ground, and rolled in the dust. 

. ‘‘ “ It’s painful to look on these people,” said 
jahel with a sigh. 

“ That pity,” said M. Coignard, "suits 
you. like a jewel, Mademoiselle Jahel; your 
&ighs ornament your bosom heaving under 
ti\em like a breath each of us would like to 
jre§pire from your lips. But allow me to say 
|P§£?such tenderness, which is not less touch- 
from being an interested one, troubles you 
ardly by a comparison of yonder miserable 
lgs with yourself, and by the instinctive 
" that your young body touches, so to 
y^fthis hideous, ulcerated and mutilated 
ajs in truth it is bound and attached to 
£tn,jn as far as members of Our Lord Jesus 
fit. . In consequence you cannot look on 
^corruption of a human body without 
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. seeing it at the same time as a possibihJ 
your own body. And these wretches"" ^ 
t shown themselves to you like propli^ 
announcing that sickness and death are the fo) 
of the family of Adam in this world. .For "* 7 ' 
very reason you sighed, mademoiselle. 

“ As a fact, there is not the slightest reashS. 
to believe yonder ulcerated and verminous 
beggars less happy than kings and queens. It? 
must not be said that they are poorer, if, as it| 
appears, that 'farthing picked up by that| 
crippled woman, and which she presses on hei> 
heart in frantic joy, seems to her more precious* 
than a pearl collar is to the mistress of a prince-^ 
bishop of Cologne and Salzburg. To really? 
understand our spiritual and true interests wtf; 
should rather envy the. life of that cripple whd| 
crawls towards us on his hands than that of? 
the King of France or the Emperor of Germany!’! 
Being equal before God, they perhaps hav^f 
peace in their hearts, which the other has notj| 
and the invaluable treasure of innocence!* 
But hold \ip your petticoats, mademoiselle, for? 
fear that you introduce the vermin with wf ’ 

I see they are covered.” 

Such was my good tutor’s speech, an4:3$S 
all listened willingly. 

At the distance of three leagues frbj; 
Montbard, one of the harnesses brokfe, and/“ 
postboys having failed to bring rope'.yjj 
them, we were detained on the road, as ) 
place of the accident was far from any bmm 
dwelling. My good master and M. d’Angff 8 
whiled away the time by card playirfjs£J 
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Sympathetic quarrels, of which they had made 
tb? habit. While the young nobleman was 
'surprised to see his opponent turn up the a 
Jidttg oftener than seemed possible by the laws 
v of chance, Jahel, full of emotion, asked me 
,,in a whisper if I could not see behind us a 
►■carnage in one of the turnings of the road. 
Looking back to the place she indicated, I 
could actually see a kind of Gothic vehicle 
of a ridiculous and strange form. 

“ Yonder carriage,” said Jahel, “ stopped at 
the same moment as ours. That means that 
we are followed. I ani curious to discover 
the features of the people travelling in that 
vehicle. I feel very uneasy about it. Does 
not one of the travellers wear a very narrow 
and high headgear ? The carriage very much 
resembles the one in which my uncle brought 
me, when a child, to Paris after he had killed the 
Portuguese. It remained, I believe, in one 
of the coach-houses at the Castle of Sablons. 


t It really seems to be the same, of horrible 
memory, because 1 remember my uncle in it. 


.fuming with rage. You cannot conceive, 
Jacques, how violent his hate is. I myself 
pnad to bear his rage the day I came away. 
'Eje locked me in my room and vomited the 
&nost horrible curses on the Abb6 Coignard. I 
Shiver when I think what his rage must have 
Pbeen when he found my room empty and the 
Sheets still attached to the window by which 
fit left to fly with you.” 
fc " You ought to say with M. d'Anquetil.” 
W “ How punctilious you are 1 Did we not 
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depart together ? Yonder carriage torinen^|| 
me, it is so much like my uncle’s.” ' W.'M 

. “ Be sure, Jahel, that it’s the carriage'bfa 

some honest Burgundian, who goes about Jbu® 
business and does not think of us.” , 

"You don’t know,” said Jahel. "I'ijis 
afraid.” 

“ You cannot fear, however, that your uncial 
could run after you in his state of decrepitude'^ 
He does not occupy himself with anything bugl 
cabala and Hebraic dreams.” fl 

“ You don’t know him,” she replied, ancf|| 
sighed- “ He is occupied with naught but my-^ 
self. He loves me as much as ho hates the’-? 


self. He loves me as much as ho hates theg? 
rest of the universe. He loves me in a; 
manner ” 

" In a manner ? ” f 

" — In all the manners — in short he loves 

f I 1 *■ 

me. < 

“ Jahel, I shudder to hear you. Good 
heavens : that Mosaidc loves you without that 
disinterestedness which is so admirable in i&r® 
old man, and so well suited for an unde ? Tel® 
me all, Jahel— all ! ” 7 'M 

“Oh! you can tell it better than j||l 
Jacques." ^*3 

“ I remain stupid. At his age, .is"...ittf* 
possible ? ” --- j-m 

“ My dear friend, your skin is white, 
your soul also. Everything astonishes 
That candour is your most striking chai ma S 
You’re deceived by anyone who wants 7«f81 
.deceive you. They make you believe 
Mosaide is a hundred and thirty year^ilBiwM 
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Is hardly older than sixty. They told 
g&oti' ■■ that for years he lived in the Great 
pyramid, but as a fact he has been a banker 
pt’Lisbon. And it depended only on me to* 
SMss in your eyes as a Salamander.” 

§£'" What, Jahel, do you tell the truth ? 
pbur uncle ■” 

f - *•' Yes, and that is the secret of his jealousy. 
t|le believes the Abbe Coignard to be his rival. 
*jHe disliked him instinctively, at first sight. 
;;But it is a great (leal worse since he overheard 
/a few words of the conversation I had with 


;!that good abbe in the thorn bush, and I’m sure 
•he hates him now as the cause of my flight and 
.iny elopement. For, after all, I’ve been 
‘abducted, my friend ; a fact that ought to 
Enhance my worth in your eyes. I was cer- 
■-tainly very ungrateful to leave so good an 
^tincle. But I could not endure any longer the 
^slavery he kept me in. And I also had an 
-ardent wish to become rich, and it is very 
^natural, is it not, to wish for all the good 
^things when one is young and pretty ? We 
$have but one life, and that is short enough. 
|No.one has taught me all the fine lies about the 
immortality of the soul.” 

, “ Alas ! Jahel,” I exclaimed, in an ardour of 
... loye, provoked by her own coolness. " Alas ! 
‘Jtj.clid not want anything else with you at the 
IpbAteau des Sablons. What was wanting for 
ffrpfir happiness ? ” 

g$£She' made me a sign to show that M. 
p^i&nquetil was observing us. The harness 
§|i|d,been repaired and our carriage rolled on 
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again along the road bordered oh both. sideV, 
, by vineyards. • 

We stopped at Nuits to sup and to sleepr.| 
* My dear tutor drank half-a-dozen bottles of* 
Burgundy, which warmed up his eloquence.^ 
marvellously. M. d’Anquetil kept hihi| 
company, glass in hand, but to hold his owiy; 
in conversation also was a thing of which t-hiS^ 
nobleman was not quite capable. 

The meat was good, the beds were bad.' 
M. Coignard slept in the lower chamber, under-- 
the stairs, in the same feather bod with the 
host and his wife, and all three thought they 
would be suffocated. M. d’Anquetil with 
Jaliel took the upstairs room, where the bacon 
and the onions were suspended on hooks 
driven into the coiling. I myself climbed by, 
means of a ladder to a loft and stretched out- 
on a bundle of straw. Being awakened by the' 
moonlight, a ray of which fell into my eyes, 
I suddenly saw Jahel in her night-cap coming] 
through the trap door. At a cry that I gave] 
she put her finger to her lips. 

" Hush 1 ” she sau .1 to me, “ Maurice is as,' 
drunk as a stevedore and a marquis. He* 
sleeps the sleep of Noah.” 

“ Who is Maurice ? ” I inquired, rubbing 
my eyes. 

“ It’s Anquctil. Who did you think jt; 
was ? ” _ 

“ Nobody, but I did not know that his£ 
name was Maurice.” 

“ It’s not long that I knew it myself,’ but] 
never mind.” * '*i 

...ttiHri 
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w , " You are right, Jahel, it’s of no im- 
^portance.’’ 

■ »•. ;She was in her chemise, and the moonlight 
^tfeil like drops of milk on her naked shoulders. 
iShe slipped down at my side, called me by ■ 
Sthe sweetest of names and by the most horrid 
’of coarse names, in whispers sounding out 
■■of her lips like heavenly murmurs. And then 
:she became dumb, and kissed me with the 
kisses she alone was able to give, and in ■ 
..comparison with which the C-'iri.aM'-S of any 
-other woman were but an insipidity. 

The constraint and the. silence enhanced the 
furious tension of my nerves. Surprise, the 
•joy of revenge, and, perhaps, a somewhat 
pervcr 3 e jealousy inflamed my desires. The 
elastic firmness of her ilesh and the supple 
^■violence of the movements wherewith she 
; enveloped me demanded, promised, and 
'deserved the most ardent caresses. We be- 
;came aware, during that wonderful night, 
;,of voluptuousness the abyss of which borders 
•.'■on suffering. 

When 1 came dow r n to the innyard in the 
liihorning I met M. d’Anquctil, who, now that 
fl had deceived him, appeared to me less odious 
. than formerly. On his part he felt better 
^inclined to me than he had yet done since 
$We started on our travels. He talked 
familiarly to me, with sympathy and con- 
fidence, his only reproach was that I did not 
sSsliow to Jahel all the regard and attention 
i|&ie deserved, and did not give her the care an 
Monest man ought to bestow on every woman. 
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" She complains,” he said, “ of your want 
of civility. Take care, my dear Tournebroche ; ^ 

L should be sorry for a difference to arjs#?3£ 
tween her and yourself. She’s a pretty;-^ 
girl, and loves me immensely.” 

The carriage had rolled on for more thari-^ 
an hour when Jahcl put her head out of the: 1 * 
coach window and said to me : /■ 

“ Tin: other carriage has reappeared. I':, 
should like to discover the features of the two • 
men who occupy it, but I cannot.” \ 

I replied that at such a distance, and in '■ 
the morning mist, it would be impossible to ■■ 
discern them. 

“ But,” slie exclaimed, “ those are not faces.” 

" What else do you want them to be ? ” I , 
questioned, and burst out laughing. 

Now, in her turn, she inquired of me what 
silly idea had sprung into my brain to laugh 
so stupidly and said : 

“They are not faces, they arc masks, y 
Yonder two men follow us and are masked.” * 
I informed M. d’Anquetil that seemingly 
an ugly carriage followed us. But he asked.-; 
me to let him alone. ,% 

" If all the hundred thousand devils werfe^S 
on our track,” he exclaimed, “ I should not \ 
care a rap for it as I have enough to do to loot 
after that obese old abb6 who plays his tricks^ 
with the cards in the most artful way, and whpg 
robs me of my money. I almost suspect^ 
Tournebroche, you call my attention to yondebjf 
coach for the purpose of aiding and abetting^ 
that old sharper. Cannot a carriage be .oinjg 
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''.the same road as ours without causing you 
Vknxiety ? ” 

Jahel whispered to me: 
r “ I predict, Jacques, that yonder carriage* 
;'brings trouble for us. I have a presentiment- 
‘of it, and my presentiments have never failed 
to come true.” 

“ Do you want to make me believe that you 
have the gift of prophecy ? ” 

Gravely, she replied : 

> " Yes ; I have.” 

" What, you are a prophetess ! ” I cried, 

. smiling. “ Here is sometliing strange ! ” 

“ You sneer anti you doubt because you 
have never seen a prophetess so near at hand. 
.How did you wish them to look ? ” 

“ I thought that they must be virgins.” 

“ That’s not necessary,” she replied, with 

* assurance. 

The threatening carriage had disappeared 
: at a turning of the road. Rut Jahel’s un- 
easiness had, without his acknowledging it, 

■ impressed M. d’Anquetil, who ordered the post- 
-boys to hurry their horses, promising them 
|.extra good tips. And by an excess of care 

* lie passed to each of them a bottle of the wine 
- that the abbe had placed in reserve in the 
J bottom of the carriage. 

*' The postillions made their horses feel the 
^stimulus that the wine gave to them. 

You can calm yourself, Jahel,” said he; 
i£‘“at the speed we arc. going that antique 
■coach, drawn by the horses of the Apocalypse, 
[will, never catch us.” 
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“ We run like cats on hot bricks,” said the^i 
abb£. ' 

“ If only it would last ! ” said Jahel. '*! 

We saw the vineyards on our right disappear^ 
rapidly. On the left the River Saoiie ran^ 
slowly. Like a hurricane wc passed the bridge'; 
of Tournus. The town itself rose on the other ' 
side of the river on a lull crowned by the walls . 
of an abbey, proud as a fortress. 

“Thai.” said the abbe, “is one of the- 
numberless 1 Benedictine abbeys which are . 
strewn like so many gems ou the robe’ of -, 
ecclesiastical Gaul. If it. had pleased God 
that my destiny should match my character 
I should have lived an obscure life, gay and 
sweet, in one of these abodes. There is no 
other religious order I hold in such high - 
esteem, for their doctrines as well as for their 
morals, as the Benedictines. They have ad- 
mirable libraries. Happy lie who wears their ' 
habit and follows their holy rules! It may 
be from the inconvenience I feel at this ' 
moment in bring .shaken to pieces in this:' 
carriage, which no doubt will very soon be., 
upset by sinking into one of the many holes of ; 
this confounded road, or it may perhaps be?;, 
the effect of age, which is the time for retreat; 
and grave thinking, whatever be the cause 
wish more ardently than ever to seat myself atl* 
a table in one of those venerable galleries, where! 
books plenty and choice are assembled hi* 
quiet and silence. I prefer their entertain?- 
ment to that of men, and my dearest wish^ 
is to wait, in the work of the spirit, for .t^E^ 
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f.hour in which it will please God to call me 
'.from this earth. I shall write history, and by 
^preference that of the Romans at the decline: 
;.of the Republic, because it is full of great 
factions • and examples. I’ll divide my zeal 
i between Cicero, Saint John Chrysostom and 
'Boethius and my modest anti fruitful life, 
‘would resemble the garden of the old man of 
Tarentum. 

■ “I have experienced different manners of ■ 
living, and 1 think the best is 10 give oneself 
to study, to look on peacefully at the vicissi- 
■ tudes of men, and to prolong, by the. spectacle 
•‘of centuries and empires, the brevity of our 
days. But order and continuity aie needed. 
And that’s the very thing that has always been 
wanting in my existence. If, as l hope, I am 
able to disentangle myself from the bad 
/.position I’m in just now. I’ll do my best to 
‘ find an honourable and safe asylum in some 
' learned abbey where bonnes Litres are held 
.in honour and respect. I can see myself 
. there already, enjoying the illustrious peace 
■'of science. Could 1 obtain the good offices 
?'of the Sylph assistants of whom that old fool 
i'd’Asterac speaks, and who appear, it is said, 
if- tyhen thev are invoked by the cabalistic name 
gof Agla--— ” 

*. At the very moment, my dear tutor spoke 
Stthese words a violent shock brought down 
f^/rain of glass on our heads, in such confusion 
jv^that I felt myself blinded, as well as suffocated 
lender Jahcl’s petticoats, while the abbe com- 
plained in a smothered voice that M. 
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d’Anquetil’s sword had broken the remainder*, 
of his teeth, and over my head Jahel screamed! | 
At to tear to pieces all the air of the Burgundians 
valleys. M. d’Anqnetil, in rough, barrack-^; 
room style, promised to gel the postboys/^ 
hanged. When at last I was able to rise, h4i 
had already jumped out through a broken." 
window. We followed him, my dear tutor| 
and 1, by the same exit, and then all three of" 
us pulled Jahel out of the overturned vehicle;."- 
No harm had been done to her, and her first ! 
thought was to adjust her head-dress. 

“ Thank God ! ” said my tutor, “ I have not- 
suffered any other damage than the loss of 
a tooth, and that w r as neither whole nor' 
white. Time had already effected its 
decay.” 

M. d’Anquetil, legs astride and arms akimbo, 
examined the carriage. 

“ The rascals,” he said, “ have put it in a 
nice state. If the. horses are got up they will' 
break it all to pieces. Abbe, that carriage- 
is no good for anything else but to play, 
spillikins with.” 

The horses had fallen topsy-turvy, one ohf 
the other, and were kicking furiously. In a*!, 
heap of croups and legs and steaming bellies^ 
one of the postboys was buried, his boots 
the air. The other was spitting blood in the; 
ditch, where he had been thrown. 
d'Anquetil shouted to them : 

“ Idiots ! I really don’t know why I do hoj| 
spit you on my sword.” . ^*5 

“ Sir,” said Abb6 Coignard, “ would it.jmi^ 
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.-t . ■ 

■be better to get that poor fellow out of the' 
^jniidst of these horses wherein he is en- 
tangled ? ” 

,V-We all went to work with a will, and when 
['the houses were fitted and raised we were able ' 
' to discover the. extent of the damage done. 
One of the springs was broken, one of the 
•j wheels also, and one of the horses lame. 

“ Fetch a smith,” ordered M. d’Anquctil. 

- "There is no smith in the neighbourhood,” ■ 
was the postboy’s reply. 

“ A mechanic of some kind.” 

“There is none.” 

" A saddler.” 

“ There is no saddler.” 

We looked round. To the west the vine- 
yards extended to the horizon their long 
peaceful lines. On the hill smoke came out 
of a chimney near a steeple. On the other 
side, the Saone, veiled by a light mist, lost 
itself slowly in the calm running of her flowing 
waters. The. shadows of the poplars elongated 
• themselves on the banks. The shrill cry of a 
bird pierced the deep silence. 

■ ■ " When: are we ? ” asked M. d’Anquctil. 

r,'“ At two full leagues from Tournus,” replied 
Jhe postillion spitting blood, “ and at least 
four leagues from Macon.” 

K And, extending his arm towards the smoking 
" Chimney : 

“ Up there, that village ought to be Vallars, 

: but it’s not up to much.” 

5 - 9 “ Blast you I ” roared M. d’Anquctil. 
§f^.\Vhile the horses struggled we went near 
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the carriage, which was lying sadly on its>; 
side. ’ . 

The little postboy who had been taken oufcj.} 
’from the midst of the horses said : 

“ As to the spring, that could be .mended-^ 
by a strong piece of wood. 1 1 will only make ? 
the carriage shake you more. But there is;* 
the broken wheel ! And, worst of all, my/J 
liat is under it, smashed to pieces.” \ 

“ Damn your hat 1 ” said M. d’Anquetil. 

“ Your lordship may not be aware that it 
was quite new,” was the postboy's meek reply.-' 
“ And tJie window glasses are bioken ! ” 
sighed Jahe.l, seated on a portmanteau, at the ' 
side of the road. 

“ If it were but the glasses,” said M. . 
Coignard, “ a remedy could soon be found by ■ 
lowering the blinds, but the bottles cannot 
be in the same state as the windows. I must 
look to it as soon the coach can be raised. 

I am also in fear for my Boctiiiu*, which I hadv 
placed under the cushions with some other, 
good books.” 

“It does not matter,” said M. d’Anquetil.- .. 
“ l have the cauls in my waistcoat pockety 
But shall we not get any supper ? " • 'Yy 

“ I had thought of it,” said the abbd. “ Ijtj;' 
is not in vain that God has given to the us#* 
of men the animals who crowd the earth, th^ 
sky and the water. I am an excellent angler'jVf 
the care necessary to allure the fish pajr^ 
ticularly suits my meditative mind, and the£ 
River Orne lias seen me managing my lii^ 
while meditating on the eternal verities^ 
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;■ Do not trouble over your supper. If Made- 
•■’moiselle Jahel will be good enough to give 
gifie One of the pins which keep her garments 
^together I’ll soon make a hook of it, to enable’ 
y ane to fish in yonder river, and I flatter myself 
shall return before nightfall laden with two 
‘■ or three carp, that we will grill over a brush- 
i tfbod fire.” 

1 “ I am quite aware,” said Jahel, “ that we 
, are reduced to somewhat of a savage state. 

.But I could not give you a pin, abbe, without 
v your giving me something in exchange for it ; 
./otherwise our friendship would be jeopardised. 
And that I do not want in any ease.” 

“ Then l will make an advantageous ex- 
change, mademoiselle : I’ll pay for your pin 
with a kiss.” 

And, taking the pin out of Jahel’s hand, he 
../kissed her on both cheeks with inconceivable, 
■courtesy, gracefulness and decency. 

After having lost plenty of lime, a reasonable 
. step was at last taken. The big postillion, 
^ who no longer .-.pat blood, was sent to Tournus 
\ on one of the horses to bring back with him 
-,a blacksmith ; the other boy was ordered to 
flight a fire, as the air became fresh, and a sharp 
//wind was rising. 

We discovered oil the road, a hundred 
spaces from the place ot our breakdown, a cliff 
^of soft stone-, the. loot of which was quarried 
: v£in several places. We resolved to wait in one 
$af those caves, warming ourselves until the 
^ifeturn of the boy sent to Tournus. The second 
^’boy tied the three remaining horses to the 
s 
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trunk of a tree, near our cavern. The abbi£,^ 
who had made a fishing rod with the branch of ^ 
willow-tree, some string, a cork and a pin, vrefitl* 
’ a-fishing as much for his philosophical an&& 
meditalivo inclination as for the sake of bring-§ 
ing us back fish. M. d’Anquetil, remaining 
with Jahel and mo in the grotto, proposed 
game of V ombre, which is played by three, and?? 
which he said, being a Spanish game, was the'- 
very one for persons as adventurous as our-*; 
selves. And true it is that, in that quarry, in' 1 
a deserted road, our little company would not -: 
have been unworthy to figure in some of they 
adventures of Don Quixote in which menials'- 
take such a strong interest. And so wc played*;-.. 
F ombre. I committed a great many errors/.: 
and my impetuous partner got. cross, when the • 
noble and laughing face of my good tutor be- ,' 
came visible at the light of our fire. He untied ;' 
his handkerchief, and took out ol it some four 
or five small fidi , which he opened with his; 
knife, decorated with the image of the late ': 
king, dressed as a Roman emperor, standing;* 
on a triumphal column ; and cleaned them with’! 
dexterity, as if he had never lived anywher^ 
else than in the midst of the fishwomen ai&j 
the market. He excelled as much in trifle^ 
as in matters of the greatest important? 
Arranging the fish on the embers, he said :■ ■'/'£ 
“ I will tell you, in all confidence, thA^ 
following the river in search of a favourable* 
place for fishing, 1 perceived the apocalyptic 
coach which frightens Mademoiselle Jahel, . 
stopped somewhat behind our carriage. .T^bujjg 
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-./ought to have seen it pass by while I was fish- 
ring, and ' mademoiselle’s soul ought to have 
Wl been comforted by it.” 

have not seen it,” replied Jahel. 

Theq it may have moved on only after the 
flight had become dark. But at least you 
^■3xeard it rumbling ? " 

1 “ We have not,” said Jahel. 

" It is then that this night is blind as well as 
/deaf. It is not to be supposed that yonder 
coach, which had not a wheel broken, not a 
•/horse lamed, would have remained standing 
/.still on the road. What for ? ” 


-/ “ Yes, what for ? ” said Jahel. 

" . ” Our supper,” said my good tutor, ” re- 
. minds me of the simplicity of the repasts 
described in the Bible, where the pious 
..traveller divided with an angel, on the bank 
■ of the river, the fishes of the Tigris. But we 
. -.'are in want of bread, salt and wine. I’ll try 
to take out of our coach the provisions put 
.'/there, and look if by a fortunate chance some 
'■.bottles have remained intact. There arc 


Occasions when glass remains whole but steel 
. -is broken. Tournebroche, my son, give me 
•i^your steel ; and you, mademoiselle, do not fail 
<f$p.tum the grilling fish. I’ll be back in a 
^.moment.” 

>||V. ; He left. His somewhat heavy tread 
abounded in a de crescendo, anti soon we could 
fpiear him no more. 

/“ This very night,” said M. d’Anquetil, 
^/.reminds me of the night before the battle of 
§f|Parma. You may be aware that I have served 
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under Villars and been in the War of Succession.! 
I was with the scouts. We could not see anjfrjj 
thing. That’s one of the best ruses of war./ 
Men arc sent out to reconnoitre the enemjf?! 
who return without having reconnoitred any^f 
thing. But reports are drawn up, aitebddrif 
battle, and then it is that the tactifflffl9 
are triumphant. Thus, at nine o’clocS^aK 
night, 1 was sent out scouting with twelve-; 
men ” 

And lie gave us a narrative, of the War of 
Succession ami of his amours in Italy ; his 
story had lasted for well-nigh a quarter of an, 
hour when lie exclaimed : 

“ That rascal of an abhc does not come” 
back. I bet lie drinks all the wine which 
remained in the coach.” 

Thinking that my dear tutor might possibly 
be embarrassed, I rose and went to help him. 
It was a moonless night, and it the sky was 
resplendent in the light of thousands of sta^s^ 
the earth was clad in a darkness which iitjjk 
eyes, dazzled by the light of the flames, co uK jl 
not pierce. 

Having walked about fifty steps on the blacy 
road, 1 heard a terrible cry, which did no£ 
sound as if coming from a human breast, a cry; 
altogether unlike all cries 1 had heard before/' 
a horrible cry. I ran in the direction from* 
whence came this clamour of fatal distress/ 
But fear and darkness checked my steps/ 
Arrived at last at the place where our coachi 
lay on the road, shapeless and enlarged by the^ 
night, I found my dear tutor seated oil th£?» 
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’/side of the ditch, bent double. Trembling I 
,;asked him : 

%■ “What’s the matter? Wliy did you shout ?” • 

“ Yes ; why did I shout ? ’’ he said, in a 
sifiew and*altcrcd voice, “ I did not know I had 
*ttie d out. Toumebroche, did you not see a 
fjmaiii ? He struck me in the dark, very fiercely ; 
■..he gave me a blow with his fist.” 

“ Come,” I said to him, “ get up, my dear 
^master.” 

Having risen he fell back h uvily on the 
ground. 

I tried to raise him, and my hands became 
moist when l touched his breast. 

“ You’re bleeding ! ” 

“Bleeding? I’m a dead man. He has 
killed me. I thought that it was but a blow 
■ with the fist. Rut it’s a wound, and I feel that 
I shall never recover from it.” 

“ Who struck you, my dear tutor ? ” 

“ It was the jew. I did not see him, but 
... I know it was he. llow can 1 know that it was 
' the Jew, when I did not see him ? Yes ; how 
'is it ? What strange, things ! It’s not to be 
'/believed, is it, Toumebroche ? I have the 
- taste of death in my mouth, which cannot be 
/’defined. It was to be, my God ! But why 
./rather here than somewhere else ? That’s the 
/mystery ! * Adiutorium nostrum in nomine 

Domini — Domine exaudi orationem tncam ■’ ” 

,’For a short time he prayed in a low voice, 
then : 

“.Toumebroche, my son,” he said to me, 
#.‘-.take the two bottles I found in the 
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coach and have placed here beside me. I caiit'l 
do no more. Toumebrochc, where do you*; 
think the wound is ? It's in the back I sufl^lp 
most, and it seems to me that life runs .QUfcj 
by the legs. My spirits are going.” 

Murmuring those words he fainted softln 
in my arms. I tried to carry him, but I hau 9 
only strength enough to lay him lengtfrferyM 
on the ground. Opening his shirt, I 'dfsv-i 
covered the wound ; it was in the breast 
very small, and bleeding little. I tore my 
wristbands to pieces and laid them on the'-' 
wound ; I called out, shouted for help. Soon -' 
1 thought I heard help coming from the side, 
of Tournus, and I recognised M. d’Asterac.'. 
Unexpected as the meeting was, I did not 
actually feel surprised ; too deeply was I the. 1 
prey of the immense sorrow I felt holding in ■ 
my arms, dying, that best of all masters. 

“ What's the matter, my son ? ” asked the' 
alchemist. • 

“ Help me, sir,” I replied, “ the Abb&j 
Coignard is dying. Mosaide has killed him^flj 

“It is true,” said M. d’Astcrac, “ tlimB 
Mosaldc has come here in an old chariot 
pursuit of liis niece, and that I have acconf-^ 
panied him to exhort you, my son, to retui^c 
to your employment with me . Since yesterday^ 
we came near your coach, which we saw brealc^ 
down just now in a rut. At that very 
Mosaide alighted from the carriage, and^^ 
may be that he wanted to take a walk, 
perhaps he made himself invisible, as hej^^rej 
do. I have not seen him again. It is po^h$^S 
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:that he has already found his niece, to curse 
;.her; such is his intention. But he has not 
•filled M. Coignard. It is the Elves, my son, 
$yho have killed your master, to punish him 
■for the disclosure of their secrets. Nothing is 
surer than that.” 

. “ Ah ! sir,” I exclaimed, “ what does it 
matter, if it was the Jew or the Elves who 
;killed him ; we must assist him.” 

“ On the contrary, my son,” replied M. 
d’Asterac, " it is of the greatet importance. 
For should he have been stricken by a human 
hand it would be 1 easy for me to cure him by 
magic operation ; but having provoked the 
Elves he could never escape their infallible 
vengeance.” 

As he spoke, M. d’Anquolil and Jahel, having 
heard my shouts, approached, with the post- 
boy, who carried a lantern. 

" What,” said Jahel, “ is M. Coignard un- 
well ? ” 

And kneeling close to my good tutor, she 
'raised his head and made him inhale the smell 
of her salts. 

Mademoiselle,” I said to her, “ you’re the 
■Cause of his death, which is the vengeance for 
■your abduction. Mosakle has killed him.” 

From iny dying master she lifted up Ikt face 
sjpale with horror and shining w r ith tears, 
i And you too,” she said, “ believe that it’s 
basy to be a pretty girl without causing mis- 
chief ? ” 

Alas I ” I replied, " what you say is but' 
jtoo true. But we have lost the best of men.” 
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At this moment Abb6 Coignard sighed',., 
deeply, opened his ej'es, called for his book op$ 
JBocthins, and fainted again into unconscious^! 
ness. ‘■■r, 

Tlie postboy thought it would be best td,^ 
carry the wounded man to the village of:;; 
Vallars, which was only half-a-league distant 

“ I’ll go,” he said, “ to fetch the steadiest of,]’ 
the horses which remain. We’ll tie the poor’.: 
fellow’ securely on it, and lead it slowly ahead. ;; 
I think him v*.ry ill. lie looks exactly like the 
courier w r ho was murdered at Saint Michel on , 
the same road, at four stages from here, near ■ 
Senecy, where my sweetheart lives. That poor 
devil moved his eyelids and turned up the . 
wliilcs of his eyes like a bad woman .saving your 
presence, gentlemen. And yonr abbe did the 
same when mam’sellr tickled his nose with her 
bottle. It’s a bad sign with a wounded man; . 
girls don’t die of it when they turn their eyes 
up in that fashion. Your lordships know it; 
well. And there is some distance, thank: 
God ! between the little death and the great.';; 
But it’s the same turning up of the eyes. . . 
Remain, geiitlcnn n , I’ll go and fetch the liorse.’^ 

“This rustic is amusing,” said M. d’Anquetil,”' 
“ with his turned-up eyes and his bad womens 
I’ve seen in Italy soldiers who died on tljei^ 
battlefield with a fixed look and eyes starting^ 
out of their head. There are no rules fqf_| 
dying of a wound, actually not even in tKtj| 
military service, where exactitude is pushed toI 
the extreme. But will you, l'ournebroche,.-ii^ 
default ot a better qualified person, present 
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,’ine to yonder gentleman in black, who wears 
^diamond studs, and whom I reckon to be 
W. d'Asterac ? ” 

I-;' ' “ Ah I sir,” I replied, “ consider the pre- 
sentation to bo made. I have no other feelings 
‘but to assist my dear tutor.” 

" Be it so ! ” said M. d’Aiupiclil. 

And approaching M. d'Asterac : 

“ Sir, I have taken your mistress away : 
■'•I'm ready to answer for my deed.” 

" “Sir,” replied M. d’Asterac. “Grace, be to 
heaven ! I have no connection with any woman, 
and do not understand what you mean.” 

At this very moment the postboy returned 
with a horse. My dear tutor had slightly 
recovered. We lilted him up, all four of us, 
and put him with the greatest ditticulty on 
the horse, where wo ti»-cl him as securely as 
possible. And we went off. T held him on 
one side, Al. d'Ancpictil on the other. The 
'postboy led the horse and carried the lantern. 
M. d'Asterac had returned to his carriage. 
All went well as long as we kept on the high- 
-road ; but when it became necessary to climb 
? the small lanes of the vineyards, my dear 
^master, slipping at every movement of the 
fvbprse, lost the rest of his little, strength, and 
fainted away again. We- thought it best to 
retake him off the horse and carry him in our 
*jmns. The postboy held him under the. arms 
. and I by the legs. The ascent was very rough, 
i5«pid I expected to fall at least four times with 
r^ny living cross, on the stones of the path. 
sA&last the hill became easier. We entered a 
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small lane bordered by bushes, and soon disf-’j? 
covered on our left the first roofs of Vallars^ 
yVe laid our burden softly on the turf, and for aj| 
moment took breath. Lifting up the abtip^ 
again, we carried him into the village. ^ J, v 

A pink light appeared eastwards on tKeV\ 
horizon. The morning star, in the pale sky£;f 
shone as white and peaceful as the moori, 5 
the light crescent of which paled away in the j 
west. The birds began to chirp ; my master,.' 
sighed heavily 

Jahel ran before us, knocking at the doors,-’, 
in quest of a bed and a surgeon. Carrying- 
baskets and panniers the vine-growers went . 
grape gathering. One of them said to Jahel ■ 
that Gaulard on the market place lodges man 
and beast. 


“As to the surgeon, Coquebcrt, you’ll 
see him yonder under the shaving plate which • 
serves as his trade sign. He leaves his house 
to go to his vineyard.” 

He was a very polite little man. He told : 
us that he had a bed free in liis house,. as. a 1 .- 
short time ago his daughter had got married. 

By his order, his wife, a stout dame wearing^ 
a white cap covered by a felt hat, put sheets? 
on the bed in the lower chamber. She helped^ 
'us to undress the Abbe Coignard and to put?; 
him to bed. And then she went out to fetch^i 
the vicar. 

In the meanwhile M. Coquebert examine^ 
the wound. £$ 

“ You see,” I said, “ it’s small, and blfeedra 
but little.” . /.-a? 
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“ That’s not good at all," he replied, “ and 
do not like it, my dear young gentleman, 
■ij like a large wound which bleeds freely.” 

; “ I see," said M. d’Anquetil, “ that for a 

■leech and a village squirt your test is not- 
ia bad one. Nothing is worse than those little 
■but deep wounds which look a mere nothing. 
Tell me of a nice cut across the face. It’s 
pleasant to look on, and heals in no time. 
•But know, my good sir, that this wounded- 
-man is my chaplain, and plays piquet with me. 
Are you the man to put him on his legs again, 
notwithstanding your looks, which arc rather 
those of a vet ? ” 

“ At your service,” replied the barber- 
surgeon, bowing profoundly. “ But 1 also 
set broken bones and treat wounds. I’ll 
examine this one.” 

“ Make haste, sir,” I said. 

,r Patience!” he replied. "First of all 
the wound must be washed, and I must 
.wait till the water gets warm.” 

My good tutor, a little restored, said slowly, 
but with a fairly strong voice : 

'[ “ Lamp in hand, he’ll visit the comers of 
^Jerusalem, and what is hidden in darkness 
.will be brought to light.” 
h'- " What do you mean, dear master ? ” 
jV. " Don’t, my son,” he replied; “I’m en- 
tertaining the sentiments fit for my state.” 
v- “.The water is hot,” the barber said to me. 

Hold the basin close to the bed. I’ll wash 
£the wound.” 

§& And while he pressed on my tutor’s breast 
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a sponge soaked in hot water, the vicar entered. ; 
the room with Madame Coquebert. He had.j 
a.basket and a pair of vine shears in his hand. 

' “ Hen; is then the poor man,” said he, "h 
“ I was going to my vineyard, but that of:-. 
Jesus Christ has to be attended to first, my 
son,” he said as he approached the stricken-' 
abb6, “ offer your wound to our Lord. ' 
Perhaps it’s not so serious as it’s thought to be. 
And for the rest, \vc must obey God’s will.” 

Turning to the barber, he asked : 

“ Is it very urgent, M. Coquebert, or could 
I go to my vineyard ? The while ones can 
wait, its not bad if they do get a little over- 
ripe, and a little rain would only produce 
more and better wine. Hut tlu red must be 
gathered at once.” 

“ You speak the truth, Monsieur lc Cure,” 
M. Coquebert replied. ‘‘ I’ve in m\ vineyard 
some grapes which cover themselves with a 
certain moisture, and which escape the sun 
only to perish by the rain.” 

“ Alas ! ” said the vicar. humidity and 
drought are the two enemies of the vine- 
grower.” 

“ Nothing is truer,” said the barber, “ but.) 
I’ll inspect the wound.” ' 

Having said so lie pushed one of his fingers.’ 
into the wound. 

“ Ah ! Torturer ! ” exclaimed the patient.:) 

“ Remember,” said the vicar, “ that our.j 
Lord forgave His torturers.” • '•.£ 

“ They were uot barbarous,” said the abb&j 

“ That’s a wicked word,” said the vicar..’ 
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“You must not torment a dying man for 
: i his jokes,” said my good master. “ But I . 
^suffer horribly ; that man assassinates me 
£and I die twofold. Tlio first time was by tlie 
V; hands pf a Jew.” 

“ What does ho moan ? ” asked the vicar. 

“ It is best, reverend sir,” said the barber, 

■ “ not to trouble yourself about it. You must 
never want to hear the talk of a patient. They 

, are only dreams.” 

“ Coquebert,” said the vica T , “ you don't 
. speak well. Patients’ confessions must be 
listened to, and some Christians who never in 
all their lives said a good word may, at the end, 
pronounce words which open Paradise fothem.” 

“ I ..poke temporally only,” said the barber. 

“ Monsieur lc Cure,” 1 said, “ the Abbe 
Coignard, my good master, does not wander 
in his mind, and it is but too true that he 
has been murdered by a Jew of the name of 
Mosaide.” 

“ In that case,” replied the vicar, “ he lias 
to see a special favour of God, who willed 
. that he perishes by the hand of a nephew of 
• those who crucified His Son. The behaviour 
bof Providence is always admirable. M. 

' Coquebert, can I go to my vineyard ? ” 

” You can, sir,” replied the barber. " The 

■ ♦Wound is not a good one, but yet not of the 
jekind by which one dies at once. It’s one of 
f those wounds which play with the wounded 
- like a cat with a mouse, and with such play 

Mime may be gained.” 

jk “ That’s well,” said the vicar. “ Let's 
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thank God, my son, that Ho lets you live,' 
but life is precarious and transitory. One 
must always be ready to quit it." 

* My good tutor replied earnestly : 

“ To be on the earth without being, of it,., 
to possess without being in possession, for the' 
fashion of this world passes away.” 

Picking up his shears and his basket, the 
vicar said : 

44 Better than by your cloak and shoes, which 
I see on yonder cupboard, I recognise by your 
speech that you belong to the Church and lead 
a holy life. Have you been ordained ? ” 

44 He is a priest,” I said, " a doctor of 
divinity and a professor of eloquence.” 

44 Of which diocese ? ” queried the vicar. 

44 Of S&zin Normandy, a suffragan of Rouen.” 

44 An important ecclesiastical province,” 
said the vicar, 44 bin less important by 
antiquity and fame than the diocese of Reims, 
of which I am a priest.” 

And he went away. At. Jerdinc Coignard 
passed the day easily. Jahel wanted to 
remain the night with him. At about eleven 
o'clock I left the house of M. Coquebert and s 
went in search of a bed at the inn of M.. 
Gaulard. I found M. d'Astcrac in the market’ 
place. His shadow in the moonlight covered-- 
nearly all the surface. He laid his hands oh" 
my shoulder as he was wont to do, and said : 
with his customary gravity : 

44 It's time for me to assure you, my son,’ 
that I have accompanied Mosaide for nothing; 
else than this. I see you cruelly tormented by:. 
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'the goblins. Those little spirits of the earth 
.have attacked you, deceiving you with all 
•'.sorts of phantasmagoria, seducing you by a 
• thousand lies, and finally forcing you to fly 
‘ from my house.” 

;■ “Alas! sir,” I replied, "it's quite true that 
■ I left your house in apparent ingratitude, 
for which I beg your pardon. But 1 have 
been persecuted bv the constables, and not 
by goblins. And my dear tutor has been 
murdered. That’s not a phantasmagoria.” 

“ Do not doubt,” the great man answered, 
" that the unhappy abbe has been mortally 
wounded by the Sylphs, whose secrets he has 
revealed, lie has stolen from a sideboard 
some clones, which were the work of the 
Sylphs, and which they left nnliuished, 
and still very different from diamonds in 
brilliancy as well as in purity. 

“ It was that avidity, and the indiscreet 
pronouncing of the name of Agla, which has 
angered them. You must know, my son, 
that it is impossible for philosophers to arrest 
the vengeance of this irascible people. 

“ I have heard from a supernatural voice, 
and also from Criton’s reports, of the sacri- 
legious larceny M. Coignard committed by 
tfhich he flattered himself to find out the art 
by which Salamanders, Sylphs and Gnomes 
^ ripen the morning dew and insensibly change 
it into crystals and diamonds.” 

. " Alasl sir, 1 assure you he thought of no such 
.thing, and that it was that horrible Mosaide 
.who stabbed him with a stiletto on the road.” 
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My words very much displeased' M . (' 
d’ Aster ac, who urged me in the most pressing-'; 
manner never to repeat them again. . • . * . S* 

“ Mosaldc," he further said, “ is a goo$£-' 
enough cabalist to reach his enemies without, 
going to the trouble of running after them; ; . : 
Know, my son, that, had he wanted to kill* 
M. Coignard, he could have done it easily v 
from his own room by a magic operation.;' 
I see that you’re still ignorant of the first-! - 
elements of the science. The truth is that' 
this learned man, informed by the faithful- 
Criton of the flight of his niece, hired post- • 
horses to rejoin her and eventually carry her 
back to his house, which he certainly would 
have done, had he discovered in the mind of 
that unhappy girl the slightest idea of regret 
and repentance. But, finding her corrupted 
by debauchery, he preferred to excom- 
municate and curse her by the globes, the 
wheels and the beasts of Ezekiel. That is 
precisely what he has done under my eyes in 
the calash, where he lives alone, so as not to' 
partake ot the bed and tabie of Christians.” 

I kept mute, astonished by such dreams,; 
but this extraordinary man talked to me with.’ 
an eloquence, which troubled mo deeply. 

“ Why,” he said, “ do you not let yourself, 
be. enlightened by the counsels of philosophers ?.;■ 
What kind of wisdom do you oppose to mine^. 
Consider that yours is less in quantity withraM 
differing in essence. To you as well 
me nature appears as an infinity of figures;.;;' 
which have to be recognised and classified^. 
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■ ; and which 'form a sequence of hieroglyphics. 
s -You can easily distinguish some of those signs 
*3to which you attach a sense, but you are too 
''fimich inclined to ho content with the vulgar 
’..'.arid the literal, and you do not search enough 
Tor the ideal and the symbolic. And withal 
the world is comprehensible only as a symbol, 
and all you see in l he universe is naught but 
an illuminated writing, which vulgar men 
"spell without understanding it. Fie afraid, 
my son, to imitate the univorsa’ bray in the 
style of the learned ones who congregate in the 
academies. Rather receive of me the key 
of all knowledge.” 

Fora moment hesiopjh-d speaking. and then 
conliuu. d in a more familiar tone : 

" You are persecuted, my son, by enemies 
less terrible than Sylphs. And your Sala- 
mander will not have any difficulty in freeing 
you from the goblins as soon as you request 
her to do so. I lepeat that I came here with 
Mosaule for no oilier purpose than to give you 
this good advice, anti to press you to return 
to me and continue your work. I quite 
; understand that you want to assist your 
unhappy master till the end. You have full 
.:licence to do it. Hut afterwards do not fail 
to return to my house. Adieu ! I’ll return 
-,this very night to Paris with that great 
•Mosaidc whom you have accused so unjustly.” 
if -. I promised him all he wanted, and crawled 
; into my miserable bed, where I fell asleep, 
.weighed down as I was by fatigue and 
^suffering. 



CHAPTER XX 


Illness o£ M; Jerome Coignard # ■ V.; 

The next morning, at daybreak, I returned.;:' 
to the surgeon’s house, and there found JahelV 
at the bedside of my dear tutor, sitting upright:.-*; 
on a straw chair, with her head wrapped up in- - 
her black cape, attentive, grave and docile, ' 
like a sister of charity. M. Coignard, very ■ 
red, dozed. 

“ The night was not a good one,” she said to ; 
me in a whisper. “ He has talked, he sang, 
he called me Sister Germaine, and has made 
proposals to me. I am not offended, but it is* 
a proof that his mind wanders.” 

“ Alas ! ” I exclaimed, “ if you had not ' 
betrayed me, Jahcl, to iambic about the", 
country in company with a gallant, my dear,' 
master would not lit. in bed stabbed in his! 
breast.” . 

“ It is the misery of our friend,” she replied^ 
“ that causes me bitter regrets. As for the? 
rest, it is not worth while to think of it, and I£ 
cannot understand, Jacques, how you qajiV 
occupy your mind with it just now.” ,. ■'*} 

“ I think of it always.” 

“ For my part, I hardly think of it. .Yoii| 
are the cause of three-fourths of your own uil* 1 
happiness.” 

* 90 ,- 
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\ “ What do you mean by that, Jahel ? ” 

£V “ I mean, my friend, that I have given the 
ffclbth, but that you do the embroidery, and that 
:£your imagination enriches far too much the 
£]p>lain reality. I give you my oath that the 
;>present hour I cannot remember the quarter 
£'of what causes you grief, and you meditate over 
•'.it so obstinately that your rival is more present 
to your mind than 1 am myself. 1 )o not think 
... of it any more, ami lot mo give the abbe a 
■ cooling drink, for he wakes up.” 

At this very moment M. Coquebert ap- 
proached the bedside, his instrument-case in 
hand, dressed the wound anew, and said aloud 
that the wound was on the best way to heal up. 
But taking me aside lie said : 

1 * “ I can assure you, sir, that the good abb£ 
•will not die from the wound he has received, 
but to tell the truth T am afraid it will be diffi- 
cult for him to escape from a pleurisy caused by 
his wound. He is at present the prey of a 
heavy fever. Hut here comes the vicar.” 

My good master recognised him without 
' any difficulty, and inquired after his health. 

• •“ Better than the grapes,” replied the vicar. 

They arc all spoiled by fleurebers and vermin, 
’-.‘^gainst which the dergv of Dijon organised this 
syear a fine procession with cross and banners. 
£fNext year a still liner one will have to be 
^Arranged, and more wax candles burnt. It 
|i|so will be necessary for the official to ex- 
communicate anew the flies which destroy the 
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“ Vicar/' said my good master, "it issaiqi/ 
that you seduce the girls in your vineyards^ 1 
.Fie ! it is not right at your age. In my youth;*'; 
like you I had a weakness for the creatures,?.. ' 
But time has altered me very much, and quite.;!- 
lately I let a nun pass without saying anything;-' 
to her. You do otherwise with the damsels.-;-, 
and tlu bottles, vicar. But you do worse by',./ 
not celebrating the masses you have been/', 
paid for, and by trafficking the goods and--'- 
chattels oi the Church. You are a bigamist 
and a simoniac.” 

Hearing this discourse the vicar was pain- 
fully surprised ; his mouth remained open, and . 
his cheeks dropped wistfully on both sides of : ; 
his big face. And at last, with eyes on the. 
ground, he sighed : 

“ What an unworthy attack on the character 
of my profession ! What talk for a man so near 
the tribunal of God! Oh, Monsieur l’Abb6, .. 
is it for you to speak in that way, yon who have ; 
lived a holy life and studied in so many books?” 

My dear master raised himself on his elbows. -. 
The fever gave him, unhappily, that jovial’ . 
mien of his that we had always liked so mudy// 

“ It is true,” he said, “ that I have studied^: 
the ancient authors. But I have read mudiv. 
less than the second vicar of the Bishop- of/,, 
Seez, for, as he had the look and the mind of an': 
ass, he was able to read two pages at the samefjj 
time, one with each eye. What do you say tp£ 
that, you villain of a vicar, you old seduepe^ 
who runs after the chicks by moonlight? Vica^r, 
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. your lady friend is built like a witch. She has 
rhairs on her chin, she’s the barber-surgeon’s 
V.wife. He is fully a cuckold, and well h§ 
^.deserves it, that homunculus, whose whole 
;inedical science consists in the art of blood- 
' letting and giving a clyster.” 

“God Almighty! What does he say?” 
exclaimed Madame Coqnebert. “ for sure he 

• has the devil in him.” 

“ 1 have, heard the talk of many delirious 
patients,” said M. (’oquebert, ‘ hut not one 

• has said such wicked things.” 

“I am discovering,” said the vicar, “ that 
we'll have morn trouble than we expected to 
'conduct this unhappy man to a pean fill end. 
There is a biting humour in his nature and 
impurities I did not find out at first. His 
speech is malicious, and unlit, for a priest and a 
patient.” 

“ It’s the effect of tin' fever,” said the barber- 
surgeon. 

“ But,” continued the vicar, “ that fever, if 
■ it’s not stopped, will bring him to hell . He has 
^gravely offended against what is due to a priest. 
^Btrt still. I’ll come back to-morrow and exhort 
; :jhim, for 1 owe him, by the example of our 
.•iLord, unlimited compassion. But I have my 
^doubts about it. Unhappily there is a break 
i.in my winepress, and all the labourers are in 
gHie vineyard. Coqucbert, do not fail to give 
*”word to the carpenter, and to call me to your 
■‘patient if lie should suddenly get worse. 
j^These are many troubles, Coquebcrt ! ” 
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The following day was such a good one for*, 
M. Coignard that we hoped he would remain; 
with us. He drank meat broth, and was ablh^ 
to rise in his bed. He talked to each of .us^ 
with his accustomed grace and sweetr^ess.v 
M. d’Anquetil, who dwelt at Gaulard’s, came tQ>: 
see him, and rather indiscreetly asked him tp';';. 
play piquet. Smiling, my good mas ter promised:..' 
to do so next week. Hut in the evening the : j, 
fever returned. With pale eyes swimming iii";. 
unspeakable terror, and shivering and chatter- -. 
ing teeth, he shouted : ‘ 

“ There he is, the old fornicator. He is the 
son of Judus Iscariot begot on a female devil,- . 
taking the form of a goat. Hut hanged he will ■ 
be on his father's fig-tree, and his intestines 
will gush out to earth. Arrest him. . . . He: 
kills me ! I feel cold 1 ” 

But a moment later he threw the blanket off . 
and complained of the. heat. ' \ 

“ I’m very thirsty.” he said. “ Give me J ; 
some wine ! And let it be cool ! Madame^.- 
Coquc-bert, hasten to cool it in the fountain:'’ 
the day will be a burning one.” • , . /• 

It was night-time, he confounded the hours^ 
in his head. Vi. 

“ Be quick,” he also said to Madaiqgr§ 
Coquebcrt, *' but do not be as simple as ths^J 
bellringer of the Cathedral of S6cz, who, going;" 
to lift out of the fountain some bottles he hadt- 
put there to cool, saw his own shadow in tD^i 
water and shouted. * Hello, gentleman ; comep 
and help me. There are on the other'^dg^ 
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.some Antipodeans, -who’ll drink out wine 
>if we don’t take good care.’ ” 

V„ "He is jovial,” said Madame Coquebert. 
j?" 'But just now he talked of me in a manner 
Vduite . jndccent. Should I have deceived 
'Coquebert I certainly would not have done it 
■’ with.the vicar, out of regard for his profession 
and his age.” 

. This very moment the vicar entered the room 
. .and asked : 

"Well, abbe, what are you’, dispositions 
. now ? What is there new ? ” 

“Thank God,” answered M. Coignard, 
“ there is nothing new in my soul, for, as said 
Saint Chrysostom, beware of new things. 

■ Don’t walk in untrodden ways, one wanders 
without end when one commences to wander. 
.1 have had that sad experience, and lost 
. myself for having followed untrodden roads. 
I have listened to my own counsels, and they 
-have conducted me to the abyss. Vicar, I am 
.’a poor sinner, the number of my iniquities 
Oppresses me.” 

“These are fine words,” said the vicar. 
^"’Tis God Himself who dictates them to you. 
» I recognise His inimitable style. Do you want 
£-tp advance somewhat the salvation of your 
S&bul ? ” 

“ Willingly,” said M. Coignard. “ My im- 
^purities rise against me. I see big ones and 
ij&malL I see red ones and black. I see 
^infinitesimals which ride on dogs and pip, 
J see others which arc fat and naked, with 
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breasts like leather bottles, bellies in ' great , 
folds, and thighs of enormous size." .. 

“ Is it possible,” said the vicar, “ that you?: 
'can see as distinctly as that ? But if your faults^ 
are such as you say, it would be better not td 5 
describe them and to be content to detest’ t 
them in your own mind.” 

” Would you, then, vicar,” replied the . 
abb6, ” that my sins were all made like an 
Adonis ? Don’t let us speak of it any more. 
And you, barber, give me a drink. Do you . 
know M. (le la Musardiere ? ” 

“ Not that 1 know of,” said M. Coquebert. . 

“ Then know,” replied ny dear master, 

“ that he was very taken with the ladies.” 

” That’s the way,” interrupted the vicar, 

“ by which the devil takes liis advantage over 
men. But what subject do you follow, my son?”. 

” You’ll soon know,” said my good master. 

“ M. do la Musanlierc gave an appointment to 
a virgin in a stable. She went, and he let her ' 
go away just as she. entered it. l)o you know-, 
why ? ” 

“ I do not,” said the vicar, “ but let us leave .' 
it.” 

“ Not at all.” continued M. Coignard.^ 

You ought to know that he took good caxe> 
to have no intercourse, with her as he- was v 
afraid of begetting a horse, on which accounts 
he would have been subject to criminal prose*!': 
cution.” 

“ Ah I ” said the barber, “ he ought rathei?i 
to have been afraid to engender an ass.” . . 
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“ Doubtless,” said the vicar. “But such 
talk does not advance us on the road to heaven. 
'■‘It would be useful to retake the good wav. 
■But a little while ago you spoke so edifyingly r ’ 
{ .Instead of giving a reply, mv good master 
'began to sing, with a rather strong voice : 

“ Pour motive cu lo mi Louisdii 
On a [iris t|iiin/(t luirliious 
I.andeiinono 
(jui (mis Ir bulai out mil 
Lsinderiri." 


' “ If you want to sing, my son,” said t In vicar, 

. “you’d better sing a line Burgundian Christmas 
carol. You’d lvjoiee your soul by it and 
sanctify it.” 

■ “'With pleasure,” replied my dear tutor. 
“ There are some by (iuy Barozni which, I 
think, in their apparent rusticity, to be liner 
than diamonds and more piecious than gold. 
This one, for example : 

1 I, or ipi’au Ini s.iison <\\\ %r .\\ janle 
All mnndo Jt-sn-c liri vin 
LViiic cl It? lion lYrliautm 
Do k* k;u Mjflo (kins I'c-l.i 11 lt\ 

Otic il'.iiio el do boil jo s;ii 
Duns cc myaiinic do ( kiulo. 

One d’nno ei <lo hou jo s;ii 

■ * Oiii n'on ;i rien p:is tan lai.' " 

The siu'geon, his wife and the vicar sang 
■^together : 

" Quc d’.mc ct de bcu jo sai 
<r " Dans cc royaui no do Gaulc, 

. Quo d'ane ct do beu jc sai 

■ .... Qui u'en a rieu pas tan fai." 
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Aiid my good master replied in a weakfr 

voice : ' £ 

■ ■' . 

" Mais le pu b£o de Vhistoire 
Cc iut quc Vane et le bcu 
Ainsin p.'issire to deu 
La nuit sans manner ni boirc 
Quc dVinc cl de hen jc sai 
Quiver dc pane ct de moire - ■. * 

Quo d’anc et dc bcu jc sai 
Qni n’en a rien pas tan fai ! 

Then he M his head fall on the pillow and ■: 
sang no more. 

“ There is good in this Christian,” said the . 
vicar, " much good, and a while ago he really ‘ 
edified me with his beautiful sentences. But’. 
I am not without a certain apprehension, as 
everything depends on the end, and nobody 
knows wliat’s hidden at the bottom of the 
basket. God in His kindness wills that one 
single moment brings us salvation, but this ; 
moment must be the last one, so that every- 
thing depends on a single minute, in compari- 
son with which the whole life docs not count;’ 
That’s what makes me tremble for the patient^;; 
over whom angels and devils are furiously:; 
quarrelling. But one must never despair.' lot* 
divine mercy.” 



CHAPTER XXI 

Death of M. Jerome Coignard 

Two days passed in cruel alternations. After 
that my good master became extremely weak. 

“ There is no more hope,” M. Coquebert 
told me. “ Look how his he;.-.’ lies on the 
■pillow, how thin his nose is.” 

As a fact, my good master's nose, formerly 
big and red, was nothing now but a bent 
blade, livid like lead. 

“ Tuumebroche, my son,” he said to me 
in a voice still full and strong but of a sound 
quite strange to me, “ I feel that I have but 
• a short time to live. Go and fetch that 
good priest, that he may listen to iny 
confession.” 

The vicar was in his vineyard. There I 
;wcnt. 

r ! .“The vintage is finished,” he said, "and 
■ more abundant than I had hoped for ; now 
go to help that poor fellow.” 

' i conducted him to my master’s bedside 
^and wc left him alone with the dying. 

An hour later he came out again and said : 
I can assure you that M. J eromc Coignard 
ijefies; in admirable sentiments of piety and 
sfijpLniility. At his request, and in considera- 
tion of his fervour, I’ll give him the viaticum. 

' ?99 
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During the time necessary for putting on my. 
holy garments, you, Madame Coquebert,. wuLv 
do me the favour to send to the vestry the boy’": 
who serves ine at mass every morning and', 
make the room ready for the reception. of \ 
God.” * 

Madame Coquebert swept the room, put;; 
a white coverlet on the bed, placed a little ' 
table at the bedside, ami covered it with a. 
cloth ; she put two candlesticks on the table i 
and lit the (.audios, and an earthenware bowl 
wherein a sprig of box swam in the holy water.. 

Soon we heard the tinkling ol the little bell, 
saw the cross coming ir, carried by a 
child, and the priest clad m white carrying 
the holy' vessels. Jahol, M. d’Anquetil, 
Madame Coquebert and I fell on our knees.' 

“ Pax huic donwi." said the priest. 

“ Et omnibus habiantibus in ea“ replied 
the servitor. 

Then the vicar took holy water and sprayed 
it over the patient and the bed. ■ t 

A moment longer he meditated and then ' 
he said with much solemnity : 

” My son, have you no declaration toy 
make ? ” 

“ Yes, sir,” said M. Abbe Coignard, With 2-' 
firm voice, “ 1 forgive my murderer.” i "’ 

Then the priest gave him the holy wafer : ; : i 
“ Ecce Agnus Dei , qui toll it ficccata tnundi”:i". 

My good master replied with a sigh : 

“ May I speak to iny l^ord, I who aih; 
naught but dust and ashes ? How can I d&re; 
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r io come unto you, I who do not feel any good 
:in me to give me courage ? How can I 
introduce you into me, after having so ofteji 
wounded your eyes full of kindness ? ” 

^ .And. the Abbe Coign a id received the holy 
’.viaticum in profound silence, interrupted by 
our sobs and by the great noise Madame 

■ Coquebcrt made blowing her nose. 

After having received, my good master 
made me a sign to come near him, and said 
with a feeble but distinct voice : 

“ Jacques Tonrnebroche, my son, reject, 
with my example, the maxims I have pro- 
posed to you during my foolishness, which, 
alas ! has lasted all my life long. He in fear 
of women and of books for the softness and 
pride one takes in them. He humble of heart 
and spirit, God accords the little ones a 
clearer intelligence than the wise can give 
- them. ’Tis He who gives all science. My boy, 
do not lislen to those who, like mi , subtilise 
•.on. the good and the bad. Do not be taken in 
by the beauty and acuteness of their dis- 
.’courses, for the kingdom of God does not 

■ consist of words but of virtue.” 

.He remained quiet, exhausted. 1 took his 
'hand, lying 011 the sheet, and covered it with 
-.’lasses and tears, i told him that he was 
sW)ur master, our friend, our father, and tliat 
J.cduld not live without him. 

And for long horns I remained waiting 
cat-the foot of his bed. 

He passed so peaceful a night that I con- 
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ceived a quite desperate hope. - In this staje 
he remained part of the following day. But ' 
tpwards the evening he became agitated}, 
and pronounced words so indistinctly that* 
they remained a secret between God and,, 
himself. ■ ,-f 

At midnight he fell into a kind of swoon,, 
and no<hing could be heard but the slight 
scratching of his finger nails on the sheet..; 
He no longer knew me. 

About two o’clock the death rattle began. 
The hoarse ami rapid breathing which came, 
from his breast was loud enough to lx: heard far 
away in the village street, and my ears were so 
full of it that I fancied I lu-ard it long after, 
that unhappy day. At daybreak he made, 
a sign with his hand which we could not 
understand, and sighed long and deeply. It 
was Iris last. His features took in death a 
majesty worthy of the genius that had 
animated him, and the loss of which will never 
be repaired. 



CHAPTER XXII 


Funeral and Epitaph 


The Vicar of Vallars prepared a worthy 
.funeral for M. Jerome Coignard. He chanted 
the death mass and gave the benediction. 

My good master was carried to the grave- 
yard close bv the. church ; and M. d’Anquctil 
offered supper at (iaulavd's to all the people 
who had assisted at the I unoral. They drank 
new wine and sang Burgundian songs. 

Af tui wards I went with M. d’Anquetil to 
the vicar to thank him for his good offices. 

“ Ah ! ” he said, “ that priest has given us a 
grand consolation by his edifying end. I have 
seldom seen a Christian die in such admirable 


sentiments, ami I think it lit to fix his memory 
by a suitable inscription on his tombstone. 
Both of you, gentlemen, are learned enough 
Ito ■ do that successfully, and I engage myself 
*tb have the epitaph of the defunct engraved 
V'bty a large white stone, in the manner and 


■style wherein you compose it. But remember, 
yh'. making the stone speak, to make it pro- 
l^laim nothing but the praise of God.” 

T begged of him to believe that I should 
^apply all my zeal to this work., and M. 
^d’Ahquetil promised to give the matter a 
Vgallant and graceful turn. 

93 
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"I will,” he said, “try to write ' French ‘ 
verse in the style of M. Chapelle.” ' . C 

“ That’s right ! ” said the vicar. ‘‘ But 
are you not curious to look at my winepress..?.’; 
The' wine will be good this year, and n I have? 
made enough for my own and my servants*.’ . 
ust;. Alas ! save for the fieurcbers we should' 
have had far more.” 

After supper M. d’An<]uetil called for ink,. -, 
and began the composition of his French ." 
versos. But lie soon became impatient and '? 
threw up in the air the pen, ink and paper. 

“ Tournebroche,” he said, ” I’ve made two ■ 
verses only, and I aju not (|uite sure that they . 
are good. They run as follows : — 

f 0i dess us ««it monsieur C-oiguard 

II L'aul biim jnourir t6t ou lard.' “ 

I rupl ieil that the best of it was, that he 
had not written a third one. 

And 1 passed the night composing the 
following epitaph in Latin : — 

i». o. M. 

IIIC JAl’iT 

I N S !■ I: \i\i\i .1- .Ml. K N IT A*l IS 

DOMINI S iLIF.KONYMI'S < OKA'AKl) 

fio l-SHVi l-.U , 

in HMjA.iI IN l:l'.I I OVM I.NSI ( Ol.f KCIO 
l-.l.(|iiri NII.F M Allis l"l. It I- l.i i*jl‘ I-.NTISS1MI' 
liNSIs lil’l it * *l‘l mi:i.li>riil.( \KI' s SOI hltTJSSIMUS .. 

Xfj/.IMI I'AMll'lfl I I \NI I'.I.IIMOSISSI-MTS 

I HAN si A l«.it 

Ol’liltl. I.\\II.\ iMM.VIl'KATA MCil.lF, lNTIERCKHO 
IM-KIIT J-.MM ri’AI I CCm-M M J'tirF.KliT 
J t m-A. MAN I 1 * III Ni- lAMUSSIMA 

III IS I A NI-.PIJTK (UK IS I I I'ARXiriU'M 

IN VIA TKfCIDA I S 
ANNO A. T. l.ll * 
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COMITATE FUIT OPTIMA DOCTISSXMO CON V ITU 
INGEN IO SUBLIMI 

' FACETIIS JU CUN DUS SEXTENTIIS PLEXUS 
DONOR UM DKI LAUDATOR 
FIDE DEVOTISSTMA PER MULTAS TEMPEST AXES 
CONSTANT!-. K M I N ITUS 
1IU MILITATE bAMJ'UbSlMA OKNATL'S 
* KAI.UJ1 SI'/Ti MAGIS INTI-NIL'S 

QUASI VANO l-.T I-Al I.AC.I IIOMIMM Jl'DIC-KJ 
SIC llUNciRIlirs JU’MlANIS 
M'N’O* AM Ql .1 *1 IIS 
Sini GLORIA M .il-.MI'll KKXAM 
MI RI'IT 

"Which may bi* translated : 

! 1 1-: k 1-. Si 

I11 ihi- hope 11I ;i li.Ljipv' cloniity 
Tin; Ki:vi-‘ki-:np Ji'.romi: Cuignaud 
1*i irst 

Formerly a very eloquent prntiswir of eloquence. 

At the. college ot Beauvais 
\\.» y zealous librarian to 1 110 Bishop of Suez 
Author ot a fine translation ol Zosiinus the I’.uiopolilaii 
Which he unhappily leit unfinished 
* When overtaken liy his preiualiirc death 

He was blabbed «»n the road to Lyons 
In the 5 jnd year oi his ape 
By the very villainous hand of a Jew 
And thus perished 1 he v iciim of a descendant ol the murderer 
Of Jesus Christ 

lie was an agreeable companion 
Ol a learned cunversaiion 
Of an clcvaicd genius 

it ' Abounding in cheerful speech aiul in good maxims 
■ And praising God iu his works 

'-.He preserved amid the storms of life an unshakable faith 
■ I11 liis truly Christian humility 

More attentive to the salvation ol his soul 
1 Than to the vain and erroneous opinions of men 
■j ^ . It was by li vi ng wit bout 1 lonotir i n l his woi Id 

r.- That lie walked towards eternal glorv 


U 



CHAPTER XXIII 


- .A- 

v\ 

Farewell to Jahcl — Dispersal of the Party . 

Three days after the demise of my good' 
master, M. d’Anquetil derided to continue', 
his journey. The carriage had been repaired. ■ 
He gave the postboys the order to be ready 
on the following morning. His company 
had never been agreeable to me ; in the state 
of sorrow I was in, it became odious. I could . 
not bear the. idea of following, him and Jahel. 

I resolved to look for employment at Touraus 
or at Macon, and to remain hidden till the 
storm had calmed down sufficiently to enable 
me to return to Paris, where f was sure to be 
received with outstretched arms by my dear 
parents. I imparted my intention to M.'. 
d’Anquetil, and excused myself for not ac- . 
companying him any farther. He tried to 
retain nie with a gracefulness 1 was not. pre-. 
pared for, but soon willingly gave me leave tajc-;. 
go where I wished. With Jahel the matter' 
was more difficult, but, being naturally reasoit- 
able, she accepted the reasons i had for leaving ’ 
her. ■ 

On the night before my departure, while 
M. d’Anquetil drank and played cards witj^ 
the barber-surgeon, Jahel and* I went to/th^ 
market place to get a breath of air. K 

306. 
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embalmed by the scent of herbs and full of 
th&.song of crickets. 

_• What a night ! ” I said to Jahel. “ Thfe 
.year cannot produce another like it, and 
'perhaps all my life long f shall never see one 
so sweet.” 

The flower-docked village graveyard ex- 
tended before our eyes its motionless turf, 
and the moonlight whitened the scattered 
graves on the dark grass. The same 1 bought 
came to both of 11s to say a last farewell to 
our friend. The place where he was put to 
eternal rest was marked by a loar-sprinkled 
.cross planted deep in Du- mellow earth. The 
stone whereon the epitaph was to be engraved 
had not yet been placed. We seated ourselves 
very close to the grave on the grass, and there, 
by an insensible but natural inclination, we 
■fell into one another’s arms without fearing 
to offend by our kisses the memory of a friend 
whom deep wisdom had rendered indulgent 
to human weakness. 

Suddenly, Jahel whispered in my ear, whore 
her mouth was already placed : 

I see M. d’Anquetil, who, from the 
.top of the wall, looks eagerly towards us.” 

“ Can he see us in this shadow ? ” I asked, 
r - “He ccrhiinly sirs my white petticoat,” 
■She said, “it’s enough, I think, to tempt him 
•to look for more.” 

V'; ; I first thought to draw’ my sword, and was 
quite decided to defend two existences, which 
: ;,%ere at this moment still very much mixed. 
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Jahel’s calm surprised me, neither her mfrvp- ' 
ments nor her voice showed any fear. x * 
• “ Go,” she said to me, “ fly, and don’t fea4?„ 
for me. It's a surprise I have rather wished* 
for. He began to get tired of me, and this’ 
encounter is quite efficacious to reanimate, 
his desires and season his love. Go and leave 
me alone. The first moment will be hard,- 
for he is of a very violent disposition. He’ll' 
strike me, but after, I shall be still dearer to 
him. Farewell ! ” 

" Alas ! ” I exclaimed, " did you take me 
then, Jahel, for nothing but to sharpen the 
desires ot my rival ? ” 

“ I wonder that you also want to quarrel 
with me. Go, I say ! ” 

“ What ! leave you like this ? ” 

“ It’s necessary. Farewell ! He must not 
meet you here. I want to make him jealous, 
but in a delicate manner. Farewell! Farewell.” 

I had hardly gone a. few steps between the; 
labyrinth of tombstones when M. d’Anquetil, ■ 
having come forward to enable him to recognise ‘ 
his mistress, began to shout and to curse loud'; 
enough to awaken all the village dead. I y$S : ' 
anxious to tear Jahel away from his rage ; I; 
thought he. would kill her. I glided betwee&. 
the tombstones to her assistance. But afteif; 
a few minutes, observing them very closely^ 
I saw M. d’Anquetil pulling her out of the 
cemetery and loading her towards Gaulard'S; 
inn with a remainder of fury she was easily?; 
capable of calming, alone and without 
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r_-;I ; returned to my room after they had. 
•titered theirs. I could not sleep the whole 
of the night, and looking out at daybreak, 
^through an opening iu the window curtains 
5.1 Saw them crossing the courtyard apparently 
•the best of friends. 

Jahcl's departure augmented my sorrow. I 
stretched myself full length on my stomach 
on the floor of my room, and with my face 
in my hands cried until the evening. 



CHAPTER XXIV 


T am pardoned ami return to Paris — Again at the Queen 
Pt'dautjue - I go as Assistant to M. Blaizot — Burning. 
■ ii the Castle ot Sablons — Death of Mosaidc and of 
M. d’.'stcrac 


From now onwards my life loses the interest . 
which events had lent it, ami my destiny, 
having again become in conformity with' my 
character, offers nothing but ordinary occur- 
rences. If f should prolong my memoirs my 
narrative would very soon become tiresome. 
I’ll bring ii to u close with but few words. The 
Vicar of Vallars gave me a letter of introduc - 
tion to a wine merchant at Macon, with whom 
I was employed for a collide of months, after 
which my father wrote to me that he had- 
arranged my affair and that 1 was free to 
return to Paris. 

I took coach immediately and travelled with 
some recruits. My heart beat violently when 
I again saw the Rue Saint Jacques, the clock 
of Saint Benoit lo Betourntf, the signboard 6f: 
the Three Virgins and the Saint Catherine ot 
M. Blaizot. 

My mother cried when she saw me ; I- also 
cried, and we embraced and cried together, 


again. ■ *'; 

My father came in haste from the Little 
Bacchus and said with a moving dignity ^ 

mo 
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“ Jacquot, my son, I cannot and will not 
idcny that I was very angry when I saw the 
..constables enter the Queen Pcdauquc in search 
bf you, or, in default of you, arresting me. 
They Ywuld not listen to any sort of remon- 
strance, alleging that I could easily explain 
myself after being taken to jail. They looked 
for you on a complaint of M. de la Gueritude. 
I conceived a most horrible idea of your dis- 
orders. But having been informed by letter 
that it was a question only of s*nm« peccadillo 
I had no other thought but to see you again. 
Many a time 1 consul led the landlord of the 
Little Bacchus on the means to hush up your 
affair. lie always replied : ‘ Master Leonard, 
go tc the judge, with a big bag full of crown 
pieces and he will give you back your lad as 
white as snow.' But crown pieces arc* scarce 
with us, and there is neither hen nor goose nor 
duck who lays golden eggs in my house. At 
present I hardly get sufficient by my poultry 
to pay the expenses of the roasting. By good 
luck, your saintly and worthy mother had 
■the good idea of going to the mother of M. 
d’Anquetil, whom we knew to be busy in 
' favour of her son, who was sought after at the 
same time as you were, and for the identical 
'affair. I am quite aware, my Jacquot, that 
•you played the man about town in company 
iWith a nobleman, and my head is too well 
^placed not to feel the honour which it reflects 
.'on our whole family. Mother dressed as if 
. $Iie > intended to go to mass ; and Madame 
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d’ Anquetil ifeceived her with kindness. Thy' 
mother, Jacquot, is a holy woman, but she has/* 
not the best of society manners, and at first/ 
she talked without aim or reason. She 
said : ‘ Madame, at our age, besidps God- 
Almighty nothing remains to us but our 
children.' That was not the right thing to say"- 
to that great lady who still has her gallants.”' 

“ Hold your tongue, Leonard,” exclaimed 
my mother. “ The behaviour of Madame..- 
d’ Anquetil is unknown to you, and it appears * 
that I spoke to her in the right way , because she 
said to me : ‘ Don’t be troubled, Madame 
M6n£trier ; I will employ my influence in. 
favour of your son ; be sure of my zeal.’ And . 
you know, Leonard, that we received before the. 
expiration of two months the assurance that 
our Jacquot could return unmolested to 
Paris.” 

We supped with a good appetite. My. 
father asked me if it was my intention to- 
re-enter the service of M. d’Asterac. I replied 
that after the lamented death of my kind - 
master I did not wash to < n counter that cruel- 
Mosa'ide in the house of a nobleman who paid 
his servants with fine speeches and nothing?- 
else. My father very kindly invited me to;!, 
turn the spit as in former days. 

“Latterly, Jacquot,” he said, “I gave the; 
place to Friar Ange, but he did not do. as 
well as Mirant or yourself. Don’t you want., 
to take your old place at the corner of : thev 
fireside ? ” 
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1 d* i ' 

_ My mother, plain and simple as she was, did. 
not want common-sense and said : 

. • “ M. Blaizot, the bookseller of the Image of 
Saint Catherine , is in want of an assistant. 
.This employment, Jacquot, ought to suit you - 
like a glove. Thy dispositions are sweet, thy 
'mariners are good, and that’s what’s wanted to 
sell Bibles.” 

I went at once lo M. Blaizot, who took me 
into his sen-ice. 

My misfortunes had made nv‘ wist. I did 
not feel discouraged by the humbleness of my 
employment, and I fulfilled my duties with 
exactitude, handling the duster and broom to 
the satisfaction of my employer. 

One of my duties was to pay a visit to 
M. d’Asterac. I went to the great alchemist 
on the last Sunday of November, after the 
midday dinner. It is a long way from the Rue 
Saint Jacques to the Croix-des-Sablons, and 
the almanac does not lie when it announces 
that in November the days are short. When 
I arrived at the Roule it was quite dark, and a 
black haze covered the deserted road. And 
sorrowful were my thoughts in the darkness. 

>■." “ Alas,” I said to myself, “ it will soon be a 

.full year since 1 first walked on this road, in 
’the snow, in company with my dear master, 
£who now rests in a small village in Burgundy 
encircled by vineyards. He sleeps in the hope 
;of eternal life. And it is but right to have the 
■'same hope as a man as wise as he. God 
preserve me from ever doubting of the im- 
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mortality of the soul ! But, one must confer 
to oneself, all that is connected with a futufe 
existence and another world is of those verities , 
in which one believes without being moved and 
which have neither taste nor savour t of any 
kind, so that one swallows them without per-.' 
ceiving it. As for me I iiiul no consolation in. 
the idea of meeting again the Abbe Coignard 
in Paradise. Surely I could not recognise liim, 
and his speeches would not contain the agree- 
ablcnesswhich he derived from circumstances.” 

Occupied with these reflections, I saw be--’ 
fore me a fierce light covering one half of the 
sky ; the fog was reddened by it, and the 
light palpitated in the centre. A heavy smoke 
mixed with the vapours of tlv* air. I at once 
became afraid that, the fire had broken out at 
the d’Asterac castle. I quickened my steps, 
and very soon ascertained that my fears were 
but too well founded. I discovered the 
calvary of the Sablons, an opaque black on a 
background of 11a me, and I saw nearly all the 
windows of tin 1 castle flaring as for a sinister 
feast. The little green door was broken in. 5 
Shadows gesticulated in the park and mur- 
mured the horror they felt. They were the’ 
inhabitants of the borough of Neuilly, who had,- 
come for curiosity’s sake and to bring help/ 
Some threw w r ater from a fire engine on the 
burning edifice, making a fiery rain of sparks 
arise. A thick volume of smoke rose over theV. 
castle. A shower of sparks and of cinders fell , 
round me, and 1 soon became aware that my> 
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garments and my hands were -blackened. 
With much mortification I thought thatallthat 
burning dust in the air was the end of so many 
fine books and precious manuscripts, which 

■ were IJic joy of my clear master, the remains, 
perhaps, of Zosimus the Panopolitan, on which 
we ha t d worked together during the. noblest 
hours of my life. 

I had seen the Abbe Jerome Coignard die. 
Now, it was his soul, his sparkling and sweet 
soul, which I fancied reduced tc a together 
with the queen of libraries. The wind 
strengthened the lire and the flames roared 
' like voracious beasts. 

Questioning a. man of NeuiJly still blacker 
than myself, and wearing only his vest, I 
asked him if M. d'Asterac and his people had 
been saved. 

“ Nobody,” he said, “ has left the castle 
except an old Jew, who was seen running laden 
• with packages in the direction of the swamps. 
He lived in the keeper’s cottage on the river, 
.and was hated for his origin and for the crimes 
> of which he was suspected. Children pursued 
him. And in running away he fell into the 

■ Seine. He was fished but when dead, pressing 
: on his heart a cup ancl six golden plates. You 
’can see him on the river bank in his yellow 
Wown. With his eyes open he is horrible.” 

“ Ah 1 ” I replied, “ liis end is due to his 
; ; crimes. But his death does not give me back 
;.tKe best of masters whom he slew. Tell me 
. again : has nobody seen M. d’Asterac ? ” 
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At the very moment when I put the questiop 
I heard near me one of the moving shadows 
cry out : » 

' “ Tl\c roof is falling in ! ” 

And now T recognised with unspeakable 
horror the great black form of M. d'Astcrac 
running along the gutters. The alchemist 
shouted with a sounding voice : •' 

“ I rise on wings of flame up to the seat of., 
life divine ! ” 

So he said and suddenly the roof fell in 
with a tremendous crash, and flames as high 
as mountains enveloped the friend of the 
Salamanders. 



CHAPTER XXV 


J become a Bookseller — r have many learned and witty 
Customers but none m ujuu.1 the Abb6 Jfir6me 
■ Coignarcl, D.D.. M.A. 

There is no love will stand separation. The 
memory of Jahcl, smarting at was 

smoothed down little by little, and nothing 
remained but a vague irritation, of which she 
was no longer the only object. 

M. Blaizot aged quickly. He retired to 
Moiiuuugc, to his cottage in the Helds, and 
sold me his shop against a life annuity. Hav- 
ing become in his place the sworn bookseller 
at the Image of Saint- Catherine, 1 took with 
me my father and mother, whose cookshop 
flourished no more. I liked my humble shop 
and took care to trim it up. I nailed on the 
doors some old Venetian maps and some 
■ theses ornamented with allegorical engravings, 
Which made a decoration old and odd no 
. doubt, but pleasant to friends of good learning. 
vMy knowledge, taking care to hide it cleverly, 
' was not detrimental to my trade. It would 
.''have been worse had I been a publisher like 
: Jdarc-Michel Rey, anti obliged like him to 
, gain my living at the expense of the stupidity 
-■of' the public. 

Vj I keep in stock, as they say, the classical 
3*7 
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authors, and that is a merchandise in demand 
in that learned Rue Saint Jacques of which it 
would please me one day to write an account 
of its antiquities and celebrities. The first 
Parisian printer established his venerable 
presses there. The Cramoisys, whom Guy. 
Patin calls the kings of the. Rue Saint Jacques, 
published there the works of our historians. 
Before the erection of the College of France, 
the king’s readers, Pierre Danes, Francois 
Votable, Ramus, gave their lectures there in a 
shed which echoed with the quarrels between 
the street porters and the washerwomen . And 
how can we forget Jean de M-umg, who com- 
posed in one of tin* little lions- s of this street 
the Roman de la Rose ? 1 

I have, the whole house at my disposal : 
it is very old, and dates at least from the time 
of the Goths, as may be soon by the wooden 
joists crossed on the narrow front and by the 
mossy tiles, ft has but one window on each 
.floor. The one on the first floor is all the year 
round garnished wit li flowers, strings are 
attached, and all sorts of climbers run up them' 
in springtime. Ivly good old mother takes care 
of this. 

It is the window of her room. She can be 
seen from the street, reading her prayers in a 

1 Jacques Tourncbrot lic did not know that Francois Villon 
also dwelt in the Hue Saint Jacques, at the Cloister Saint 
Benoit, in a house railed the Porte Vertc. The pupil of M. 
J6r6mc Coignard would no doubt have bad great pleasure in' 
recalling the memory of that ancient poet, who, like himself*- 
had kndwn various sorts of people. ; * ' 
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book printed in big letters over the image of 
S&int Catherine. Age, devotion and maternal 
pride have given her a grand air, and to see her 
wax-coloured face under her high white cap 
one could take his oath on her being a wealthy 
citizen’s wife. 

My father, in getting old, also acquired some 
dignity. As he likes exercise and fresh air 
I employ him to carry books about town. 
First I employed Friar Ange, but he begged of 
my customers, made them kb, - relics, stole 
their wine, caressed their servant girls, and 
left one half of my books in the gutters. I 
soon gave him the sack. But my good 
mother, whom he makes believe that he is 
possessed of secrets for gaining heaven, gives 
him soup and wine. 1 fc is not a bad man, and 
in the end 1 became somewhat attached to 
him. 

Several learned men and some wits frequent 
my shop. And it is a great advantage to my 
trade to be in daily contact with men of merit. 
Among those who often come to look at new 
books and converse familiarly among them- 
selves there are. historians as learned as 
Tillemont, sacred orators the equals of Bossuot 
Bourdaloue in eloquence, comic anil tragic 
poets, theologians who unite purity of morals 
•with solidity of doctrine, the esteemed authors 
of '.' Spanish ” novels, geometers and philo- 
sophers capable, like M. Descartes, of measuring 
.and weighing the universe, f admire them, I 
; enjoy the least of their words. But not one. 
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to my thinking, is equal in genius to my dear 
master, whom I had the misfortune to lose hn 
the road to Lyons ; not one reminds me of 
that incomparable elegance of thought, that, 
sweet sublimity, that astonishing wealth of a . 
soul always expanding and dowering, like 
the urns of rivers represented in marble in, 
gardens ; not one gives me that never-failing 
spring of science and of morals, wherein I had 
the happiness to quench the thirst of my youth, . 
none give me more than a shadow of that grace,- 
that wisdom, that strength of thought which 
shone in M. Jerome Coignard. I hold him tt> be 
the most amiable spirit who lias ever flourished' 
on the earth. 
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Gnmden SocleLy, will be welcomed by all who are attracted by symbolism 
In art and architecture, ns it concerns our churches and our church services." 
— Church Quarterly Review. 
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.DURHAM (J. M. M. B.), “ Marslimnn." 

• A MEDLEY OF SPORT. Witli Illustrations hv 
Ralph (j.^aykr, F. S. CniH'iix, Paul IIaiidy, I'iiank Snirrii- 

• gatk, Gkoffiiky Stiiaiiax, and H. r.A'rciN Wool » vim.i:. • Demy 
8vo, cloth extra, 7s. (hi. 

EARLY ENGLISH DRAMA SOCIETY. 

THE 1st SERIES comprised — 

John Hey wood. Three Nicholas Udal. 

Vols. Edwards, Norton & 

Anonymous Plays Sackvllle. 

(Pour Series). Wever 6c In gel and. 

John Bale. Ulplan Fill well. 

The whole of the Issue (with the exception of ;i few Large 
Paper Copies, price tI2U) was subscribed for. 

THE 2nd SERIES of Twelve Vols. v £f» net (f.nrge 
Paper, fin), for which names of Subscribers are now being 
received, will contain Nio following, and cover the Macon- 
Shakespeare period. 

Anonymous Plays 

(Knur Series). 

Barnes, Barnaby. 

Brandon, Sam. 

Chettle, Hy. 

Haughton, Thos. 

Hughes, Thos. 

Lupton, Thos. 

Munday, A. 

Preston, T. 

« EDITIONS TO HAVE.” 

Foolscap 8vo. Price 2s. (id. nel per Veil. Fur full cutaUujumg 
sec under each uthor. 

Scott (Mlohael). Tile Cruise of the Midt/e. 

Smollett (Tobias). Roderick Random. Three Vols. 

Peregrine. Pickle. Four Vols. 

Count Fathom. Two Vols. 

Sir Luuiicclol. Greaves. One. Vol. 

Humphrey Clinker. Two Vols. 

Lamb (Charles). Complete Works. Six Vols. 
Cervantes. Don Quixote. Four Vols. 

Exemplary Novels. Two Vols. 

Booeacoio. The Decameron. Four Vols. 

Lane (Ed. W.). The Arabian Nights. Six Vols. 


Porter, Hy. 

Rowley, Sam. 
Wager, Lewis. 
Wager, William. 
Wapul, George. 
Whetstone, George. 
Wilkins, George. 
Wllmot, Robert. 
Wilson, Robert. 
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>s EDITIONS TO HAVE "—Continued. 

Le Sage. (lil Bins. Four Vo Is. , 

Rabelais. Works. Five Vols. 

Shapfiraret of Navarre. The I fcptamcron. Five Vo!s. 
Montesquieu. Persian I. of tors. 'I'hrce Vols. 
Erasmus. Colloquies. Three Vols. ■■ 

- Praise of Folly. One Vol. 

BeckfOPd. Valhck. One Vol. 

Saint-Beuve. J assays. Three Vols. 

AlnswoPth. Windsor Cnsllc. Two Vols. 

Tower of London. Two Vols. 

St. James’n. One Vol. 

Old St. Paul's. Two Vols. 

Guy Fawkes. Two Vols. 

- ---- Slar Chamber. One Vol. 

llookwood. Two Vols. 

Jack Sheppard. Two Vols. 

FliLcli of Bacon. One Vol. 

: Crichton. Two Vols. 

- - Miser's Daughter. Two Vols. 

Spendthrift. One V«»l. 

Chapman's Homer. Four Vols. 

Piers Ploughman’s Vision and Creed. Two Vols. 
Selden's Table Talk. One Vol. 

Lewis (M. GO- The Monk. Three Vols. 

Rousseau’s Confessions. Two Vols. 

VoltalPe. Tales and Romances. Three Vols. 

EDGEWORTH (MARIA). 

By Hi’.i.kn Zimmkmv. Eminent Women Series. New Edition., 
With Portrait and Index. Crown 8vo, cloth, is. net. 

ELIOT (GEORGE). 

By Matiiildk Rlikij. Eminent Women Scries. New Edition. 
Willi Porlrait and Index. Crown 8vo, cloth. Is. net. 

EMERSON. 

ESSAYS. Museum Edition. With Tillc, Portrait, and 
Binding, designed by Fiiank Buangwyn. Two Vols. Imperial 
1 61110, cloth, top edge gilt, 3s. net, limp leather, top edge gilt, 
4 s. net, stamped leaLlicr gilt edges, 5 s. net. 
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EMINENT WOMEN SERIES. 

Edited by John II. Ingham. New Editions. Willi l J nrlrails 
and Index. Crown 8vo, Is. net. 

* Albany, Countess of. Vernon Lee. 

Austen, Jane. Mrs. Malden, 
bronte, Emily. A. Mary 1*'. Itnliinsoii. 

* Browning*, Elizabeth Barrett. John II. Ingram. 
Edg*eworth, Maria. I Felon Zininicrn. 

Eliot, George. Malliilile Jllind. 

Fry, Elizabeth. Mrs. K. it. Pitman. 

+ Fuller, Margaret. Julia Ward Howe. 

Godwin, Mary Wollstonecraft. Uizalietli Hohins 
Pennell. 

Lamb, Mary. Anne Gilchrist. 

Martineau, Harriet. Mrs. Fenwick Millers 
4 Margaret of Angouleme. A. Marv !■’. linbinsfiii. 

* More, Hannah. Chnrlidle M. Ymij'i 1 . 

111 Roland, Madame. Malliildc Jllind. 

Rachel. Mrs. A. Kcnnard. 

Sand, George. Herlha Thomas. 

* Shelley, Mrs. Mrs. Hnssclli. 

Slddons, Mrs. Mrs. A. Kennard. 

* Stael, Madame de. Delia Dully. 

Victoria, Queen. Mrs. Fawcett. 

Wesley, Susanna. Eliza Clarke. 

ERASMUS. 

FAMILIAR COLLOQUIES CONCERNING 
MEN, MANNERS, AND THINGS. Translated 
by N. 1SAU.UY, and Edited wilh Notes, by the Hcv. E. Johnson, 
M.a. Willi Portrait. Three Vols. Foolscap Nvo, doth, 
7s. (id. net. 

A ltepriiil in eonvcnieiit form, ot l lie best edition ol Erasmus's 
most famous work. 

IN PRAISE OF FOLLV. A New Edilion, with 

Eire ol Erasmus, and his Epistle to Sir Tiiouas Mom-:. Illus- 
trated with numerous curious cuts inserted in I lie text, from Llic 
designs ol ITans l Iulhuin. Foolscap Svu, clolli, 2s. (id. net. 

■■ in Hits satire, written in llic full mnliirily of Ills powers, wo have 
Erasmus In his happiest anil most distinc tive vein, as the iniiii of letters 
and the general critic of Men and Things.*” — P. llrMr llunwx. 

* The Volumes marked arc Ht p resell L out of print. 
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EVERYMAN, THE SUMMONING OF. 

(Before 1500). # 

Museum Dramatists. Edited with Note-book and Word List 
by John S. Farmer. Foolscap 8vo, cloth 2s. net, paper. Is. Gd* 
nett 

" Tills reprint <»r 1 Everyman,' flip recent production ot which on the 
theatre slum* ninny will remember. is very welcome. This moral play is 
now l (Ji) years old, yet it takes sueli a hold upon Hie feelings universal to 
humanity, ns renders It almost as Rood rending to-day as it was on ILs first 
appearanre.'*— Country Life. 

FLAUBERT (GUSTAVE). 

SAL AMBO. Translated from the. French " Edition Defini- 
tive" by J. S. Giiautiiks. New Edition (fourth). WiLIi 
Frontispiece in Colours. Crown 8vo, elotli, 3s. Gd. 
aa The trnnslsdor lias thoroughly iiiiderslnnd the original and lias suc- 
ceeded in pulling it into good English. The type, paper and material 
execution of Ihe volume, inside and oul, lca\e iiolliing to he desired." — 
Westminster Jierivw. 

-MADAME BOVARY: PROVINCIAL. 

MANNERS. Translated by E. Makx-Avkv.ixg. Willi an 
Inlroduclioii anil Notes of the Proceedings against the Author 
before I lie “ Tribunal CnrrciTnimicl " of Paris. New Edition 
(liflli). Willi Frontispiece in Colour. Crown S\n, rlotli, 3s. lid. 
,aa Madame Mnvury' grips your very vilals with an iiivineihle power, like 
some seenc >ou have really wilnessed, some event which is ucuuilly hap- 
pening before your eyes.” — K mii.f: Zhi.a. 

FORBES (HENRY O., LL.D., F.Z.S., etc.) 

Director or Museums, Liverpool. 

A HANDBOOK TO THE PRIMATES. Tlic 
Naltiralisls' Library. Very numerous Illustrations in Odour by 
Kki'I.kmans. Two Vols. Crown 8vc», eioili. New and Cheaper 
Edition, each 3s. Gd. net. 

Contents : — Vol. I. Lcnuircs, Monkeys, mid Apes. — Vol. II. 
Maea(|ues — Guenons — Gucrczas — Langurs — Gibbons — Orang- 
utans — Chimpanzees, clc. 

FOX (CHARLES JAMES). 

My I K. O. Wakkman. SLatesnicii Series. New Edition. With 
Portrait and Index. Crown 8vn, cloth. Is. net. 

FRENCH FICTION, REPRESENTATIVE. 

*■ Vketklly ” transln lions com pie l c and accural c. New 
HdiLions, new Minding and Coloured Frontispiece to each. 
Crown 8 vo, 3s. Gd. For full calulayuintj sc-: under Author . 

The Bohemians of the Latin Quarter. By 

Henri Murger. 

SalambO. My Gustave Flaubert. 

Madame Bovary. By Gustave Flaubert. 
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FRENCH FICTION — Continued. 

# Mademoiselle de Maupln. By Thcopiiiie Gautier. . 
Tales and Romances, ny Thiophiic Gautier. 

• ifl Queen P6dauque.” By Anal ole France. • 

A Love Crime. Uy Paul Honrgci. 

Tlie Marl-Pit Mystery. By Georges Olinct. 
Renee Mauperfn. Hy K. ami J. dc Goncmirt. 

Now being issued in mmillily \oluuics ; others in prepara- 
tion. 

FRY (ELIZABETH). 

Hy Mrs. Y\. II. Pitman. Kmiiiciil Worn—: 1 Scricn. New Edition. 
With PnrlrniL anil Index. Crown Kvn, elolh. Is. net. 

FULLER (MARGARET). 

Ily Ji'i.iA Waiiii Ilriwi:. I-juiiienl Women S* ries. New lid 
nlip. Willi Portrait and Index. Crown S\o, cloth. Is. net. 

GAMBETTA (LEON). 

Hy Fiivnk T. Maiiziai-s. SI ales men Series. New 1 edition. 
With Portrait and Index. Crown Svo, elolh. Is. net. 

GANZ (HENRY F. W.). 

PRACTICAL HINTS ON PAINTING, COM- 
POSITION, LANDSCAPE, AND ETCHING. 

With very numerous Illustrations, some in Colour. Third 
lidilion. Pciny Bvo, paper, 2s. lid. net, or elolh 3s. (id. net. 

"• Done in a v»t> satisfactory manner. We know id mi oilier hand-book 
111 wliirli the principles id I In* hesl Coil linen till I caching are set forth so 
lucidly and succinctly."— Arts awl Crafts. 

" It will he seen hy the title that this lillle hook is wonderfully compre- 
hensive ; it may interest the sludeiit to know Hint it is cipinlly sound." — 
Tit-Day. 


PRACTICAL HINTS ON MODELLING, 

DESIGN, AND MURAL DECORATION. With 
a foreword hy Alfred Gilukht, M.V.O., R.A., D.C.L. etc. 
Numerous Illiistralions. Demy Svo, elolli, 3s. Gd. net, or 
paper, 2s. Gd. net. 

<B I should indeed hnvc been grateful tor such a text-hook us the one I am 
here pleased to Introduce, comprehending ns it does in so eoneise a form 
history, theory, and practice, together with niuny valuable suggestions." 
— Alfred Gilueiit, II. A. 
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GAUTIER (TH&OPHILE). 

MADEMOISELLE DE MAUPIN. A Romance ot‘ 
Love and Passion. New lCdilion (sixth). With Frontispiece in 
Colours. Crown 8vo„ cloth, 8s. tie!. c 

(a The golden hook of spirit mid sense, llie holy writ of hcauly " — A. C. 
Swinburne. 

TALES AND ROMANCES. Transited l>y 

Lai-tadxu Huai in. New Ldiliou (third). With FronLispicco 
in Colours. Crown 8 vn, chilli, 8s. tid. 

Contexts: — O tic of Cleopatra's Nights. — Clnrimonde. — 
Arrin Marcella. — The Mummy's Foot. — Omphalc. — King Cun- 
daules. 

aa Gautier is an inimitable model. IIi> maimer is so light and true, so 
really creative, ids f.uicy so alert, hist taste so linppy, liis humour so genial, 
that lie makes illusion almost as contagious us laughter.” — Mr. IIeniiy 
James. 

GILLMORE (PARKER). 

ENCOUNTERS WITH WILD BEASTS. 

Illustrated by Ai.riua> T. Hi.wr.s. Coloured Frontispiece. 
New and (Cheaper ICdilion (lirili), crown ovn, chilli extra, 8s. Oil. 

A much improved Kdiliou of a fa\ourilc book, giving as it 
does incidents in the purs nil of big game in all parts of the 
world. II is oil the. list t»r l lie London School Hoard (now 
L.G.C.), and makes an excellent prize or giTI-book. 

GLADSTONE (Rt. Hon. W. E.i. 

A STUDY FROM LIFE. Isy IIkniiy W. Li*i:y. 
Slalcsmcn Scries. New JGdiliun. With Pori rail and Index. 
Crown 8vo, clolli. Is. ncl. 

GODWIN (MARY WOLLSTONECRAFT). 

Ilv J’Ii.ixaiietii ItoniNs i'I'.nnki.i,. Kniiiicnl Women Series. 
New Ldilion. With Portrait and index. Crown Nvo, Is. ncL. 

GONCOURT (E. and J. DE). 

RENEE MAUPERIN. Crown 8vo, cloth, 8s. (hi. 

11 One ol I lie most pathetic, romances of our day. Illuming through 
almost the whole gamut of human passion, it has Hie alternatives of sun- 
shine and shade Ihut cxisL in real life.” — Morning Post. 

GOULDSBURY (C. E.). 

DULALL THE FOREST GUARD. A Tulo of 
Sport and Adventure, in Uic Forests o( Hon gal. Crown 8vo, Gs. 

GRATTAN (HENRY). 

I3y HoniuiT Dunlop. Statesmen Series. NcwKdilioit. With 
PorLruiL and Index. Crown 8vo, cloLh, Is. net. 
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HERRICK (ROBERT'). 

HESPERIDES. The Poems and other Re- 
mains. lSdilcil by \V. Cahkw IlAZi.irr. Two Vols. Fools- 
cap 8 vo, buckram, Lo]> edge gill, os. net. 

* " Ills real delight was mining llowers mid bees, and nymphs niiikeiipIdH ; 
and ccrLulnly these graceful subjects were never bundled mure gracefully.” 
— Maiiv Hussem, Merman. 

HEYWOOD (JOHN). 

A DIALOGUE OF EFFECTUAL PROVERBS 
IN THE ENGLISH TONGUE CONCERNING 
MARRIAGE. Edited by John S. Fahmek. Crown 8vo, 
clolb, f»s. m:l. 

A New Edition or this valuable book of early Proverbs (1502). 
Tlio previous Edition, edited l»y Siiaiiman (1877). was very 
imperfect. This is a complete. Hcpriul, and contains Ihe Index 
to the Proverbs prepared for the, SpeuriM* Sm-iely and never 
issued — llic MS. having been losi for Uiiriy years. ' (350 r.o/uVs 
nnltj prinlnt.) 

FOUR P.P. AND THE PARDONER AND 

THE FRIAR, THE CURATE AND NEIGH- 
BOUR PRATT. Museum Dramatists. Edited with 
Note-book and Word List by John S. Faiimi:* 1 . Foolscap 8vo, 
li, 2s. nel. or paper, Is. (id. nel. 

“This beautifully produced reprint is edited by John S. Fnnmr, 
who supplies mi interesting introdiieliou, a nole-liook and a word-list. 1 * — 
Scotsman. 

JOHN JOHN THE HUSBAND, TIB HIS 

WIFE, AND SIR JOHN THE PRIEST, also 
(ANON.) TOM TILER AND HIS WIFE. 

Museum Drama! is! s. Two Tudor" Shrew" plays. Edited wit It 
NoLe-book and Word U.sL by John S. Fahmi:ii. Foolscap 
Hvo, elolli. 2s. nel, or paper. Is. (id. net. 

" A grouping nl two shrew plays one n Unladed lu John Ileywood and the 
other Anoiiynions. “The dialogue and >ongs are Ihemselvcs of such 
verve, snap and wit not inferior lo Ihe lies! uf (lint iliiy. 11 -— Prufessor 

(lAYl.KY. 

HINKSON (K. T.). 

EXPERIENCES : A BOOK OF POEMS. Crown 

8vo, Shftkrsprarr II carl Prrsx, 2s. fid. net. 

11 She has Mio fnsciiinLing elmnielerislirally Irisli lliyUiui.” — Jtailu 
Chronicle . 

HOMER. 

THE ILIADS AND ODYSSEYS OF HOMER, 
PRINCE OF POETS. Never before in any language 
truly translated. Done according lo the Greek by Gkorge 
Chapman, witli Introduction aiul Notes h> Ihe Huv. lticiiAnn 
I looPKit, M.A. Four Vols. Wide foolscap 8vo, biiekram extra, 
Lop edge gill, 10s. net. 

“ Oft of onu wide expanse hud I been told. 

That clccp-hrow’d 1 lamer rul'd us ills demesne ; 

Yet did 1 never brrnlhe Its pure serene, 

TUI 1 heard Chapman speuk out loud and bold. 1 , — Keats. 
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KINGSLEY (CHARLES). 

WESTWARD HO 2 Devon Edition. Willi Six Pholo-i 
j4r.1v ure Illusl rations from Drawings specially marie by l 1 '. J. 

WiiMiKHY. Crown 8vo, do Hi extra, gill edges, (is. • 

• 

KIRBY (W. F.| F.L.S., F.Ent.S.), Depl. of 

Zoology, B.M. 

A HAND-BOOK TO THE ORDER LEPI- 
DOPTERA. The Naturalists’ Library. Very nuireroiis 
I Hurt l rations in Colour. Five. Vols. Crown 8vo, 'doth, New 
and Cheaper Edition, eneli 8s. (id. net. 

Butterflies. Three Vols. 

MotliS. Two Vo is. 

Contents : — Vol. I. Iiilroducl ion : Xyniplialhkr, with sub- 
divisions. — Vol. II. Liliy llieidie, Lcimiriidic, Lyesenidie, 
Pierhhe Equilidn 1 . — Vol. 111. llcspcriidic and Moths. Mega- 
tliymidie to Xolndoulidkc. — Vol. IV. Sphinges and Homhyccs, 
Bibliography. — Vol. V. Noclna* and Geometric, Mlcro- 
Lcpidoplcra. 

" Mr. Kirliy is to be congratulated on this book. The scheme is admir- 
able, Hie contents well arranged, anil the descriptions accurate and lucid. 
The coloured plates are deserving of Hu* highest praise." - I.tintl and Water. 

LAMB (CHARLES). 

COMPLETE WORKS. Edited with Notes, hy Prate . y 
l'rrzGi'.iiAi.n. A New Edition. Willi Eighteen Porlrnils of 
Lamb and his Friends. Six Vols. Foolscap 8vu, doth extra, 
las. lid. 

Contents : — Vol. I. TalfourcTs Memoir, Correspondence. — 
Vol. 11. Correspondence. — Vol. 111. Correspondence, Elia. — 
Vol. IV. Elia Essays. — Vol. V. Tales, Plays, Sketches. — Vol. 
VI. Sketches, Reviews, Poems. — Index. 

" If is works will be received as amongst flic most elaborately finished 
gems of literal lire ; ns cabinet specimens which express the almost delicacy, 
purity, mid Iciulcrness of the nalioniil intellect, together with llic rarest 
felicity of finish and expression ." — De Quincej / . 

LAMB (MARY). 

Ily Mrs. C»Ti. cnniST. Eminent Women Series. New Edition 
(fourth). With Portrait mul Index. Crown 8vo, cloth. Is. net. 

LEITH (ALICIA A.). 

A PLANT OF LEMON VERBENA. A Somerset 
Idyll. With a Frontispiece by Wasnk Browne. Tastefully 
printed and bound. Foolscap 8vo, 2s. 6d. 

" It is perfectly charming. — Queen . 
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LEE (CHARLES). 

THE WIDOW WOMAN. A Cornish 'laic. Third 
Edition. Foolscap Nvo, cloth extra, 12s. 

A New Edition oT n hook Mini was received with a chorus of 
praise from t lie press, and of which l\vo large Editions lAvc been 
sold. 

_ OUR LITTLE TOWN, and other Cornish 
Tales and Sketches. Crown «vn, 3s. r«i. 

LE SAGE. 

THE ADVENTURES OF GIL BLAS OF 
SANTILLANA. Translated by IIkniii van* I-aun. 
With Introduction, Life, and Notes. Twenty-one Photo- 
gravures from designs by Ai>. I.Ai..\rzi-.. Four Vols. Foolscap 
8 vo. cloth extra, ins. net. 

The first, handy Edition id this. 'I*- 'S lanshilinii of Lit 

Sage's masterpiece, the prr\ ions Edition lia\ing been puidisJicd 
by Paterson in Three Vols. imperial Nvo. 

LEWIS (M. G.). 

THE MONK. A Muiiiiinrr. Pin-lrail and Kifjlil KU-liintfs, 
by II. C. AitMorii. Three Vols. Foolscap Nvo, clolli extra, 
7::. lid. net. 

A New Edition of Ibis remarkable lionk printed verbatim from 
Hie first, the Author's corrections of his own grammatical slips 
and of printer’s errors excepted. 

LONG (W. H.). 

NAVAL YARNS, LETTERS, AND. ANEC- 
DOTES. Comprising* accounts cd Sea Fights and Wrecks, 
Actions willi Privates and Privateers, from l(»lf« to 1831. 
Manv now for the first, time printed. Collected and Edited 
bv \V. IT. Long. Author of “Medals of the lirilisli Navy 
amt llow they were Won," etc. Willi a Frontispiece by 
Frank Uiianowyn, and Jlhislralions from Contemporary 
Prints. Crown 8vo. clolli extra, Os. 

■■ Tills is n bonk or Sailors’ and Midshipmen’s Letters- -real ilnriuurnt*— 
written from our old wooden worships when lliv smoke of the bailie hint 
elenred off. . . . In almost every letter and journal In Ibis colli-clion wo 
are. ■ t the lower deck ; wo limit nt Hie ropes, smell lliv powder as it ronton 
up, lid hear the talk or the men at the guns. . . . This is splendid."— 
A cadi mu. 

See “Nelsonian Reminiscences,” p. 21. 

** LOST ” TUDOR PLAYS : Recently 
Recovered, and Some Others. 

Foolscap Svo, boards, 12s. net. Dillo, l.arRC Paper Copies (00 
prir.lcd), crown lto, buckram, 42s. net. 

Contents: — 1. Mankind. — 2. Nature. — 3. The Play of Wit 
and Science. — 1. Respnblica. — 5. Wealth and Health. — 0. Im- 
patient Poverty. — 7. John the Evangelist. Note-book and 
Word List. 
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LYDEKKER (RICHARD, B.A., F.R.S.). 

A HAND-BOOK TO BRITISH MAMMALIA. 

The Naturalists' l.ihrarv. Numerous Coloured Illustrations. 
One Yol. Crown 8vo, clolli. New and Cheaper Edition, 3s. tid. f 
net" 

Contunts : — Hals, Hedgehog, Moles, Wild Cal, Wolf, Pox, 
Martens, Polecats and Weasels, lhidger, Otter, Seals, Squirrel, 
Dormice, Mice, llals. Voles, Hares, Babbits, Oxen, c Oeer, 
Borqunls, Sperm Whales, etc., etc. 

" Mr. T.ydckkor lias discharged his task in an nlilr manner and has Ktven 
nn up-lo-ilalc account of Lilts great Manininlian Order. Tlie nalii.nlist 
will appreciate tile illnsl rations, which arc as true to nature as such niliiiiifd 
plates can possible he."- - (llasynw Ilvruhl. 

A HAND-BOOK TO THE CARNIVORA. 

The Naturalists' Library. ParL I. — Cals, Civets and Mini- 
looses. Numerous Coloured Illnsl rations. One Vnl. Crown 
8vo, clotli, New and Cheaper Edition, 3s. t»d. net. 

Contunts : — Cals, Lion, Tiger, Leopard, Jaguar, Puma, 
Ocelol, Lynx, C.ivels, Mongoose, etc., cle. 

" Tills vcriuinc is most useful. There is nn doulil Lhiil Mr. Lyriekker has 
done a very thorough piece, of work."-- Ihiily Cnmnirlr. 

A HAND-BOOK TO THE MARSU- 

PIALIA AND MONOTREMATA. The Naturalists' 
Library. Numerous Coloured lllustral ions. One Vol. Crown 
8 vo, chilli, New and Cheaper Edition, 3s. lid. nel. 

Contunts: — K angaroos and Wallabies, Phulaugcrs, Wom- 
bats, Bandicoots, Dasyures, Pourlicd Mice, Marsupial Moles, 
Opossums, cle., etc. 

"Tills book Is in every way excellent. IL w;il satisfy llie scientific 
render, but Is so wrillcn ns to hr easily intelligible and pleasant In those 
who are only general renders ." — Jiirminyhatn l •tat. 

MARGARET OF NAVARRE. 

THE HEPTAMERON. Newly Transin led into English 
from tlie Authentic Tcxl or M. Li; lh»rx uu Lincy. With an 
Essay upon the Heptaineron by (ii:o. Saintsiu iiv, M.A. 
Scvenly-Lbree. full-page Plates designed by S. Fiiuudumiiihu. 
Five Vols. Foolscap Hva, clolh extra, 12s. Oil. net. 

Tiiis Edition lias been made without tlie slightest suppression 
or abridgment, and contains all tlie more valuable Notes to be 
found in the licsL French Editions. Tlie Illustrations are repro- 
duced from the neliial Copper-Plates engraved for t lie Home 
Edition by Lougcuii, Hnlboii, and oilier eminent French artists. 
" 1 like it as a reader perhaps rather more Ihnn I esteem it ns a critic ; 
liut even ns a critic, und allowing fully for Hie personal equation, 1 think 
that it deserves a fur higher place than is generally accorded to It." — 
Professor Saintshury. 

MARGARET OF ANGOUL&ME, QUEEN 
OF NAVARRE. 

By A. Mary l 7 . Houinson. Eminent Women Series. New 
Edition. With Portrait and Index. Crown 8vo f doth, Is. net. 
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MARTINEAU (HARRIET). 

By Mrs. F. I'kxwick Kniinenl Women Series. New 

Edilion (fourLli). With Pori mi L and Index. Crown 8vo, clolli. 
Is. net. v 

METTERNICH (PRINCE . 

Tly Col. Cl. B. Mat.i.ksox. C.S.f. Statesmen Series. New 
I CcJ i l ion. With Portrait and Index. Crown 8vo, clolli. Is. neL. 

MOEHLER (JOHN ADAM, D.D.). 

SYMBOLISM ; op. Exposition of the 

Doctrinal Differences between Catholics 

and Protestants, as evidenced by thelp 

Symbolical Writings. Tr hum the (ierninn 

by .1. H. Ho!)i:iitson. Demy Hvo, clolli, Os. net. 

11 Alt incxhiiiislihlc I rcMsure-huiisc ; tin- depth mid comprehensiveness 
ol ils views, l lie acuteness :nnl solidity nt ils reasoning mul |lie clearness 
mid simplieily of ils mTaiigcnicnl, establish beyond Hit* possiliilily oC 
question Hie claim In Hie character In-slowed upon il soon alter ils puhliea- 
I if hi by one whose very name (Cardinal Wiseman | i‘- nil milliorily, 1 Tim 
mosL prolfiiiiiil work on the I’liilosopliy ol Divinity wliieh our lime lius 
produced.’ " — Dublin IteuicuK 


MONTAIGNE. 

THE ESSAY ES OF. Tmnshiledliy .John Fumm, Kiilli. 
Complete Edition. Willi mi Inlnidiielion by way olDcdieutioii 
by .1 1'S'i in II. Mr.C.\in il v. Port rail Sludx by Imiwk P.iianu- 
wyn, A. It. A. Museum Edition. Six Vuls. Ilium, Us. nel, or 
limp leather, lop edge gill, J2s. nel, or stamped leather, gill 
edge, lf»s. nel. 

Florin's ■* .Montaigne ** lias something of the native charm ol 
mi original honk. It shares with Slielton's ■' l)mi Quixote” 
Ihc rare ilistiiieLioii of tx'iiif' wrilleii in I lie splendid 
Elizabethan ICn^Iisli, shares with il, loo, the apt felicity or 
belonging to Hie same age ns its original. 


MONTESQUIEU. 

PERSIAN LETTERS. Translated by Jh;in Davihsuin, 
Author of ’’ Searaiiioucli in Naxos.” etc. Illustrated by 
Etchings bv 1']. me Bkai'moxt. Three Vuls. Foolseup 8vo, 
cloth extra, 7s. (id. net. 

The former Kdilinii of this Translation was issued 11 privately 
printed, 11 at a high price. 

MORE (HANNAH). 

By CiiAiii.oTTu M. Yiinui:. Eminent Women Series. New 
Edilion. WiLli Portrait and Index. Crown 8vo, cloth, is. net. 
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MURGER (HENRI). 

THE BOHEMIANS OF THE LATIN 
QUARTER. New 1 itli lion. Willi Coloured Frontispiece. 
Crown 8 vo, doth, 3s. fid. 

" The story is lull of Iaughler-p revoking episodes, mid there is no lack 
of pathos for Ihoso who can see beneath the surface of wild heccllessncss.” 
— Academy. 


MUSEUM DRAMATISTS. 

llcpriiils of Notable Plays, caclt with Introductions, Glossary, 
l'ac-simile Title-pages, etc. 

The luiLial Volunus are — 

1. Gammer Gurton's Needle. 

2. Hey wood's (J.) Four P.P. ami the Pardoner 

and the Frere. 

3. Everyman. 

-1. John John, Tib, and Sir John ; also Tom 
Tiler and his Wife. (Two Shrew Plays.) 

r>. Ralph Roister Bolster. 

To he followed by n number nT others. Foolscap Kvo, Japan 
vellum. Is. Oil. net, chilli extra, lop edge gill. 11s. net. 


“ MUSEUM ,f EDITIONS. 

Price per Volume — Chilli, lop edge gilt, Is. lid. net, limp 
leather, lop edge gill, 3s. net, stamped leather, gill edges, 
2s. tid. net. 

The Odes of Anacreon. 

The Essays of Emerson. Two Veils. 

The Select Works of De Qulnoey. Two Vois. 

Wordsworth's Lyrics and Sonnets. 

Rellgio Medici, and oilier Lssnys, by Sir Thomas 
Browne. 

The Works of Rabelais. Three Vols. 
Voltaire's Candlde. 

The Essays of Montaigne. Six Vols. 

The Rub&iy&t of Omar Kh&yy6m. 
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NATURALISTS’ LIBRARY (THE). 

• New and Cheaper Issue. CJol li, top edge gilt, cacli 3s. Gd. net. 

# British Birds. Four Vo Is. R. Dowdier Sliarpc^ LL.D. 
Game Birds. Two Vols. \V. R. Ogilvic Grant. 
Butterflies. Three Vols. W. F. Kirby, F.L.S. 

British Mammals. One Vol. B. Lvrickker, 15. A., 
f.h.s. 

Cats. One Vol. 11. Lydekker, H.A., F.H.S. 
Marsupials. One Vol. It. Lydekker, It. A.. F.15.S. 
Monkeys. Twu Vols. Henry (). Forbes, F.L.S. 

Moths. Two Vols. W\ F. Kirby, F.I..S. 

In preparation, Bogs, Horses, Pigeon*. Parrots Fees, 1 lee ties, 
Fishes, etc., cic. 

“ First-rate talent is being employed |o make a survey at once 
ucvurale and popular or aniiuuLe nature so Tar as it is now known." — 
The Times • 

NELSONIAN REMINISCENCES. 

LEAVES FROM MEMORY’S LOG. My cl. S. 

Jamisons. Lieiil. 11. N. Edited willi Notes h.v \V. II. Long, 
Author of " Medals of Hrilish Navy.” Photogravure PnrLrait 
of Lord Nelson. Crown Kvo, 3s. lid. 

“ A timely reprint of an interesting naval l)ook. gives ns a sharply drawn 
portrait or Nelson as he was upon his ipiai ler-deek ; a little, alert, nuick 
man, liery tempered and xigilnnl, with a strong nasal twang, and ail nmi 
slump wagging like a ilii."- - Mnnehestvr (iimnlinn. 

O'CONNELL (DANIEL). 

My .1. A. I Iamii.ton. Statesmen Series. New Edition. Willi 
Portrait and Index, Grown Kvo, cloth, Is. net. 

OGILVIE-GRANT (W. R.) f Zoological Depart- 
ment, British Museum. 

A HAND-BOOK TO THE GAME-BIRDS. 

The Naturalists’ Library. Very Numerous lllusl rations in 
Colour by Kisulkmans. Two Vols. Crown Kvo, cloth, New 
and Cheaper Edition, each 3s. Gd. net. 

Vol. 1. — Sand Grouse, Partridges, Pheasants. — Vol. II. 
Pheasants, Turkeys, Quail, Curassows, Must arils. 

“ Complete, and aeenrale, and leaves nothing to he desired." - Sportsman. 

OHNET (GEORGES). 

THE MARL-PIT MYSTERY. Crown 8vo. cloth, 
3s. Gd. 
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OMAR KHAYYAM. 

rubAiyat. Translated by Edward Fitzgerald. 'Will* 
his Life of (he Au 111 or and Notes. Introductory Essay “ Of 
Persian Poetry,” by Joseph Jacobs. Ommnental Borders an I 
Illustrations by Frank Bran gw yn, A.lt.A. Post 8vo, inlaid 
cloth extra, lop edge gilt. :*s. (id. net. This Edition is printed 
in coloured ink and lias the lllusl rations in Colour. 

Also <a Museum Edition," lKmn, cloth, top edge gilt, Is. 6d. 
net, limp leather, lop edge gilt, 2s. net, stamped leather, gill 
edges. 2s. (id. net. 

Of (he works of llic “ Aslronoiuer Pool oT Persia," innumcr- 
ablc edition:, are on sale from one penny to four guineas, but this 
Edition lias features of its own, and wilt be found to lie the 
prettiest published. A few copies (10H) will be printed on 
imperial Japan vellum, os. nel, and fit) on real India paper, 
7s. 6d. nel. For tiicse early application should be made. 

O’NEILL (H. CO- 

DEVONSHIRE IDYLS. Third Edition. Square 
12ino, cloth 2s., paper covers, Is. (id. 

" A rhnriniiig little honk of reminiseenres of Ih wmshlre rural iiiaiinerKi 
ciislonis, speech, folk-Jore, and charnel er, written liy a Devonshire lady, 
whose sketches of country life in North Devon some lift y years since are 
marked liy l mill anil simplieily, and a cpiiet yet peiielralive pathos.” — 
Saturday lleutav. 

~ - —TOLD IN THE DIMPSES. Frontispiece by 

F. J. WinoitiiY. Square 12mo, paper eove.r^. Ik. (id. 

“ Like the delightful * Devonsliire Idyls,' by Hie same ivrilcr, tliesc stories 
of North Devon are admirable for the I ruth and humour or llieir illustrations 
of the characteristics of the people and couidy they treat of.” — Sa lurthty 
Review. 

PALMERSTON (VISCOUNT). 

By L. C. Sandkuk. Statesmen Series. New Edition. With 
PortruiL and index. Crown 8vo, cloth, Is. net. 

PEEL (SIR ROBERT). 

By F. C. Montagu;.. Statesmen Series. New Edition. Willi 
PortruiL and Index. Crown Hvo f clulJi, Is. net. 

PIERS PLOUGHMAN’S VISION AND 
CREED. 

Edited from a Contemporary Manuscript, with an Historical 
Introduction, Notes, ami a (Jlossary l>> Thomas Whichet, M.A., 
F.S.A. Two Vols. Foolscap 8vo, buckram extra, top edge 
gilt, 5s. net. 

11 This remarkable poem is not only so interesting n monument of the 
English language and Literature, bill it is also so impnrlanl an illustration of 
the political history of our country during I lie fourteenth century, that it 
deserves to he read fur more generally than it has been .* 1 — Editor's 
PlUiPACE. 
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PLAYGOERS’ THEATRE SERIES. 

In paper covers. 

David Ballard : a play in tliree nets. IJv Charles 
Mclivoy. Is. nel. « 

His Helpmate : a play in one art. Hy Charles Mcfivoy 
Oct. net. 

Gentlemen of the Road : a play in one act. Hy 
Charles McKvoy. (id. 

When the Devil was 111 : a play in four arts, lly 
Charles McEvoy. Is. net. 

The Subjection of Kezla : a play in one acl. Hy 
Mrs. Havelock Kill's, (hi. nel. 

The Feud : a play ill Tour acts. Hy I'M ward Cornell. 
Ik. nel. 

Shakespeare If vail l*ress. Those, plays have been produced 
liv Miss A. IS. !■'. llorni man’s Company aL Lhu Gaiety Theatre, 
Manchester. 

PLOTINUS. 

UM THE BEAUTIFUL. Translated hy Sthpiiin 
MacKknna. A. //. I) alien. Koval llinio, 2s. (id. nel. 

" A line rendering of a line uri'Kiiud .” — Spectator. 

PRINCE CONSORT (ALBERT). 

lly Miss Yon m:. Stalesinen Series. New F.dilion. \Vilh 
Portrait and Index. Crown Kvo, elolii, Js. net. 

RABELAIS (FRAN9OIS). 

WORKS OF. The whole Five Hooks. “ The Incsliinnhle 
J.ife. of I he Great Gargaiilua,” cle. The Translation of Sir 
Thomas 11iu.»uiiaiit and Mottucx, with the Notes of Ozell, etc. 
The whole Ilcviscd with an Introduction by Ai.i-*hf.i> Wallis. 
The. Portrait and Illustrations from the celebrated Edition 
known as " Piearl's,” reproduced in Photogravure. J*'ive. Vols. 
Foolscap 8vo, rlnlh extra, 12s lid. nel. 

WORKS. The Translation or Sir Thomas UnQin.’Aivr 

and Morrisrx. Hevised, and with a I.ife or the Author, by 
William Maccall. Portrait Study by Frank Hiiakuwyx, 
A.H.A., and Illustrations from Uie “ Sonnes Drolaliques do 
PanlaRniel.” Tliree Vols. ISino, 4s. fid. net, limp leather, lop 
edge Rill, fis. net, slumped leather, Rill, edges 7s. (id. net. 

This Text difTers from the above in Mint it has been thoroughly 
revised by the Editor, not. with prudish intent, but to prune the 
verbal redundancy of the translators. 

The very curious Illustrations (15ti. r >) arc still good “ pour la 
recreation dcs hons csprils,” though no longer thought to be the 
work of Habclais himself. 



24 


GinniNGS AND COMPANY, LIMITED 


RACHEL. 

Hy Mrs. A. Kennatid. Kiiiineiil Women Series. New F.dilion. 
Wilh Portrait and Index, Grown Svo, cloth, Is. net. 

RADFORD (ERNEST). 

A COLLECTION OF POEMS. Foolscap «vo, 
hoards, 2s. (id. nel. 

A hook oT verses consisting parity of poems reprinled wltliout 
alleration from volumes which have heroine scarce ; of others 
either a good deal altered, or slightly, and many entirely new 
pieces. 

RALEIGH (SIR WALTER). 

THE LAST FIGHT OF THE REVENGE. 

With mi Introduction hy Hunky Niswiioi.t, M.A., and Six 
Full Page Plates in Colour and many Head and Tail Pieces 
hy Fiiaxk HnANTiWYN, A.M.A. Limited I Cili I i«>n on hand- 
made paper. 1 loyal 8vo t clidli extra, lop edge gill, 7s. (Id. net. 

“One of 1 hi! most ntLraellvc hooka of tlu: season." — Manchester 
tSuanltan. 

•• There Is something unique In the eoinposllloii i»r (his hook. There Is 
the line note struck hy Mr. Henry Wwliolt In his inlmdnrlion . . . there 
are gorgeous-coloured plates illustrating tile splendid and lowering 
galleons of Kli/.nhelli:in naval warfare, the wood ruls to every page, ami 
. . . the cause of nil Hulelgli’s heroic story of a most hemic, light. " - 
T. P.'s Weekly. 

ROLAND (MADAM). 

Tly Hi.iku. Km incut Women Series. New Kdiiion. 

Wilh Portrait and Index. Crown Hvo, cloth. Is. nel. 

ROSSETTI (D. G.). 

ITALIAN POETS CHIEFLY BEFORE 
DANTE. The Kalian Text with llnssellPs Translation. 
Foolscap tSvo, lambskin, 7s. (id. net. 

This is Hie. only Translation Hint gives llie. Kalian Text (wilh 
Rossetti's Transiation) of the Poems in Pari II. of the. well- 
known work, Dante awl his Circle. — The part dealing wilh 
" Poels cliiclly before Dante.” The Kalian Poems (which are 
scattered through various Volumes) have hithcrlo been practi- 
cally Inaccessible. 

ROSSEAU (JEAN- J ACQUES). 

THE CONFESSIONS. Newly Tr.i Minted. wilh Pliolo- 
gravure Pori rail, and numerous lllus trillions after MAunmis 
I.r.i.oin. Two Vols. Foolscap Svo, chilli extra, to]) edge gilt, 
!>s. net. 

George Flint and Emerson agreed tlial I his hook had in- 
fluenced them more than any oLlicr. 
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GAMMER GURTON'S NEEDLE. Museum 
Dramatists. Edited with Note-book and Word List, by John 
S. Pahmkr. Poolscap Sen, cloth 2s. net, paper, Is. (id. licl. 

" Gammer Gurlnn is one nr the accepted rool-sLoclcs of the English 
Drama, known by name to lioys ami girls who sit for ox nmfnn lions In llut 
twentieth century — it was 1 the lirst In gnlhcr Hie tlireails of farce, interlude, 
mid ^icliool-plny into a well-susliiined comedy of rustic humour.' f> — 
Yorkshire Uh.srrtvr. 


SAINTE-BEUVE (C. A.). 

ESSAYS. Edited, with a ('.rilical Memoir, by Wii.i.ivm 
SiiAKi 1 . Niiiiiemus 1 'oil rails. 'I'll ice \ols. Foolscap Nyo, 
clot li, 7s. (kl. net. 

Contains Essays cm Men and Wui.ieii -Tori rails of Men— 
Pori rails nr Women. 

These Essays of the greatest of all critics- the sovereign 
critic - sbonld lie welcome as giving Hie English Vender not 
merely some comprehension of Hie intellectual range, and in- 
sight of Sain I e- 1 tell ve, but some idea also of his grace of style 
uiui individual charm. 


SAND (GEORGE). 

liy lircnTUA Tiiumas. Eminent Women Series. New Edition. 
With Portrait aiul index. Grown Svo, cloth, Is. net. 


SCOTT (MICHAEL). 

THE CRUISE OF THE “ MIDGE.” With Illus- 
trations by Frank liiiAXdWYN', A. It. A. Special Title-pages 
and Binding Design. Two Vols. Eoolscnp Nvo, doth extra, 
lop edge gill, 5s, net. 

11 No man over wruLe. heller of Hie lire of Hie sea. Tew ever so vividly, iis 
the author of ‘Tom Cringle's Log.' Two iluinl.v volumes, mewl elmleely 
printed, Uliisl ruled by photogravures from Lhe pencil of Mr. Prank 
Hrangwyn, mid appropriately hound."— Army untl .Vue// Cuzcflv. 


SELDEN (JOHN). 

TABLE TALK. Willi a Biographical Preface and Notes 
by S. W. SiNur.it, F.S.A. To which is milled " Spare. Minutes ; 
or, ltcsolved Meditations and Preinedilnleil Bcsolulimis," by 
Arttiiiii Warwick. Poolscap Svo, buckram extra, lop edge 
gill, 2s. (id. net. 

" There Is more weigh I y bullion sense in Ibis hook than I linve ever found 
In lhe same number or pages of any uninspired writer. . . .Oh, lo have been 
wiLh Scldcn over his glass of wine, making every accident an outlet and a 
vehicle of wisdom." — Coleridge. 
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SHARPE (R. BOWDLER, LL.D.), Zoological 
Dcpl., B.M. 

A HAND-BOOK TO THE BIRDS OF GREAT' 
BRITAIN. Tlie NaluralisLs' History. Very Numerous 
Illustrations in Colour by Kkumzmaxs, :uu1 others. Four 
Vols. Crown 8vn, cloth. New and Cheaper Edition, each 
3s. Gd. lid. 

Contisnt : — Vol. I. (’.rows, Starlings, Finches, Bu if tings. 
Larks, Wagtails. — Veil. II. Creepers, Mol liculchers. Tils, Recd- 
lings, Shrikes, elc. — Vol. 111. Creepers. — Vol. IV. Culls. Auks, 
Petrels, Divers, Grebes, Hails, Procellarii formes, Pigc.Mis, 
and Game-birds. 

11 IL is likely Hint for the ordinary student Ibis book will supersede all 
ot her hiind-liooks. 1 ’ — Times. 

SHELLEY (Mrs.). 

By Mrs. Rossetti. Eminent. Women Series. New Edition. 
Willi Pori rail and Index. Crown 8vo, clolli, Is. nel. 

SIDDONS (Mrs.). 

By Mrs. A. Kennvku. Eminent Women Series. New Edition. 
With PnrLrolL and Index. Crown 8vo, clolli. Is. nel. 

SMOLLETT (TOBIAS). 

THE NOVELS OF. Edited liy Gnonon Saintsdiuiy, 
and Illuslralcil by FnANK Itir.iiAims. In Twelve Vols. 
Foolscap 8vo, clolli exlra. each 2s. (id. net. 

Rode pi ok Random. Three Vols. 
Peregrine Pickle. Four v.»ls. 

Count Fathom. Two Vols. 

Sir Launcelot Greaves, one Vol. 
Humphrey Clinker. Two Vols. 

11 11 is incumbent on us In say or this enterprise of Messrs. (J hirings llisiL 
they lire furnishing nn edition wliieli will he valued by llic pi hlic equally 
lor Us handiness nml iis riegunei*. The vnlumes me thin nut liglil, I lie 
typography is beimliruliy clem, while tile illusl rut ions liy Mr. I'rnnk 
Illrliurds show that he has lliunuighly rnugliL (lie spirit of the Hi.thor. Tills 
edition of Smollett is one tluiL will be bought with ease, real! w.lli pleasure, 
and kept with cmc." — Glnst/uw Herald. 

STATESMEN SERIES (THE). 

New and Cheaper Editions. Crown 8vn, clolli. Is. nel. 
Beaoonsfleld. T. K. Kebblc. 

Bismarck. Charles Lowe, M.A. 

* Bollngbroke. Arthur 1 1 assail, M.A. 
Dalhousle. CapL. L. J. Trotter. 

Derby. T. E. Kebblc. 

* Tlic Volume marked is at present mil o/ print. 
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STATESMEN SERIES (THE) — Continued. 

FOX. 1 1. O. Wakemaii. 

Gambetta. Frank T. .M;irzisils. 

Gladstone, w. II. Lurv. 

* Gpattan. Hubert Dunlop. • 

* Mettepnioh. Col. g. n. Maiicsnn. c.s.i. 

O’Connell. . 1 . A. Ilamilioii. 

Palmerston. I.. c. Sanders. 

* Peel. F. (1. Montague. 

Prince Consort. Miss Ymige. 

Wellesley. Col. G. lb Mnllcsou, C.s.i. 

STAEL (MADAM DE). 

By IIki.ia Di-i i v. Kinlneul Women Series. New l-3«li I ion. 
Wilh Portrait nnrl Ind* a \. (’mwn Nvo, elulii. I« -n I. 

STOKES (CHARLOTTE CARMICHAEL). 
SHAKESPEARE’S WARWICKSHIRE 
CONTEMPORARIES. Shakespeare Head I 'rcliv. Demy 
8 vo, 7s. (III. nel. 

Cuntunts Richard Field, prill I er nT Shakespeare's first 
book. — Sir Tlimmis Lucy Hie Rider. - -Sir Thomas Lucy the 
Second.— Sir Thomas Lucy |he 'l'liinl. — .folm Somerville oT 
Hdrcslnii.--Kdward Arileii.— Sir .lolin Conway oT Arran. — 
la I ward Neville. — -The Tlimck morions. — The Grevilles anil 
Cord Mrooke.- -Dr. John llall. — Michael Dray Ion. — The 
Trussells of I lilies ley.- -The. Clop Lous. The Comhes. — The 
Ihiderhills.-- -The Clergy ol SI rat To rd. — The Sehoolniaslers. — 
Conclusion. — Index. 

TEMPLE (A. G.), F.S.A., Dlrpclor of I lie Guildhall 

All Gallery, London. Knight Coiniiinmler of the Order 
oT Alfonso XII. of Spain, knight of (he Order of the 
Rnnclirog, Denmark, OfTlcier de riiisLniclion I’uhliqiic 
de J ■’ranee. 

MODERN SPANISH PAINTING. Being a Review 
of some of Ihe Chief Painters and Paintings oT the Spanish 
School since the lime of Goya. Demy -llo, cloth ({ill, Kill 
lop, £5 5s. nel. Liiniled lo 30U numbered copies. 

This Volume consists cd a General Survey of Modern Spanish 
Painting, followed by separate chapters on 11 The Painters of 
History/' “The Landscape Painters,” ■■ The Pori rail Painters/' 
“ The Painters of Genre ” ; it it printed on hand-made paper, 
wilh initials lo each chapter in red and black, and illustrated 
wilh fifty-eight reproductions in photogravure or Paintings by 
FurUiiiy, Pradilla, CnrbAnero, Pahnaroli, Alvarez, Bilbao, 
Drill], Demote, Chora, Casado del Alisnl, Cal ala, Domingo, 
Degrain, Garnello y Alda, Gallegos, Gnrcift y Ramos, Galolro, 
Madrazo, Rosales, Marlin Rico, Sorolla, Villegas, Valles, 
Zuloaga, and many others. 

* The Volumes marked arc at present out of print. 
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UDAL (NICHOLAS). 

RALPH ROISTER DOISTER. Museum Drum a I is Is. 

lull led with Note-book and Word List by .Ioiin S. Paiimuk.i 
Coolscap N\o, cloth, 2s. net, paper, Is. lid. net. 

11 Is pAmurily of in feres! ns I lie firsl extant 1 English comedy and the link 
between tlic * Interlude* and coiiicd\ proper, anil is full of \iguroiiH and 
nnlive humour." ■ (Unsf/mii //rnihl. 


VICTORIA (QUEEN), LIFE OF. 

Ily Mi i.i.K'.knt (lAiuuvrr b'.wvciirr. Eminent Women Series. 
New Edith-ii. With Portrait mul Index, ('.rnwii Svo, clolli. 
Is. ncl. 

VOLTAIRE (FRANCOIS MARIE 
AROUETi. 

CANDIDE; op. All fop the Best. A Now Trnnsla- 
lion. Edited by Walthii .Ikhipii.ij. willi Vianet les by Aiihikn 
Mo in: AT. 1 81110. rlidb. lop edge Hill, Is lid. ncl, limp leather, 
top edge Kill, 2s. nel, slamped leal her, isili edges, 2s. lid. nel. 

WALSH (WILLIAM S.). 

HANDY BOOK OF LITERARY CURIOSI- 
TIES. Largo e row 11 Svo, clolli extra, IK) I pp., 7s. (id. nel. 

*■ Kveii I lie sliorlesl iirlleh-H are veil writ lea, nail the vasl nniount i»f 
infriniinlioii which Mr. Walsli lias eolleeleil is nlwa>s given In a pleasing mid 
interesting [arm." Smlx/mm. 

"Of really remarkable merit." - Sjivrlutnr . 

WALKER (Col. THOMAS NICHOLLS). 

THROUGH THE MUTINY. HcminiKcenrcs of 
Thirty Years* Active Scivice and Sport in India, hS.Vl-N.'i. 
Port rail, and Ultisl i-.ili«ms by M‘L. and It. C. AiiMorn. 
Demy 8vo, clolli extra. 7s. (id. 

Full or interesting details, anecdotes, and side lights on an 
important historical e\enl, as well as on oilier aelive service. 
Tiger huiiling, pig slicking, and Indian life generally. 

WELLESLEY (MARQUIS). 

Ity Col. II I. H. .Mai.i.i:son. C.S.I. Statesmen Series. New 
Edition. Willi Portrait and Index. Crown Svo, cloth, Is. net. 

WESLEY (SUSANNA). 

Uy Eliza Claiikh. Eminent Women Scries. New Edition. 
Willi Portrait and Judex. Crown Svo, clolli. Is. net. 
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WORDSWORTH (WILLIAM). 

LYRICS AND SONNETS. Selected and Edited by 
Clismknt K. Siiohtkk, with an IntnidiicLioii and bibliographical 
Note and Portrait Study by Eiian'k Hiiancwyn, A.R.A. 
18mo, cloth, top edge gill. Is. lid. net, limp leather, •lop edge 
gill, 2s. net, stamped leather, gilt edges, 2s. Ad. net. 

The^Works of Mr. \V. H. Yhats are supplied by Messrs, (iiiiuixr.s 
and Company, Limitkii, as Agents for Mr. A. 11. lki,u:.N, 
Shakespeare Until P/vaw, StratTonl-on-Avon. 

YEATS (W. B.). 

THE COMPLETE WORKS IN VERSE AND 
PROSE. With Portraits by John S. Saiuiknt, R.A., 
Ciiaiilks Shannon. Shin on Ma.nc.im and .1. 11. Ykats. 
Musical Settings by Plohknc.i-: Pakh, .-.■** others. bibliography 
by Allan Wahk. Eight Vnls. Demy Nvo, grey linen sides 
with quarter vellum back. Shakespeare 11 rut l Press. All -Is. net. 
li MW) copies printed, lypu distributed. m 

" The piihlicnllini of I lie Cnllerled Works in verso ami prose or Willinin 
llaller Yeals is an hcuioarsible acknowledgment of I lie high esteem in which 
his work is licl«l liy the best erillrs, and to llie unrritu..l :m nlijerl lesson. 
No y : have been spared to make lliese eight vtilunies worthy a plucn 
on llir library shelves of Ihe most exuding and fastidious or hoiik-i'ollerloiM. 

. . . To-day in llu* wnrM i»r letters there is no mure pielaresipie llgure Ilian 
Mr. Vents, nor Is there a writer who run elaini to have made a deeper mark 
upon Ihe Ihouglil nr tils lime."- Iutrh\iuhll\i Tienicw. 

THE CELTIC TWILIGHT. Crown Kvn, chilli 

extra. A. II. HttHrn . l»s. 

IDEAS OP GOOD AND EVIL. Crown X\o, 

quarter cloth. A. II. Pullen, (is. 

THE SECRET ROSE. With Illustrations by 

.1. H. Ykats. Crown Nvo, doth extra. I.atnrenre and llullen. 
i is. net. 

DEIRDRE : A Play In Three Acts. Crown 

Nvo, quarter cloth. A . 11. Pullen. Its. (id. ncL. 

POEMS, 1899-1905. {Out o/ Print.) 

A New Edition will lie Published under Lhc Title of 11 Poems ; 
Second Series.’' It will include the Poems in " The Wind 
Among the Heeds ** will* some New Poems. 

— PLAYS FOR AN IRISH THEATRE. 

Com pie I e Sets of Ihe Separate Editions of Plays for an Irish 
Theatre cannot bo supplied. A He vised Collected Edition in a 
Single Volume is in preparation. 

A BIBLIOGRAPHY. Hy Allan Wadis. Demy 

Nvo, quarter doth. GO copies printed. Shakespeare Head 
Press. 7s. lid. net. 
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LIST OF PUBLICATIONS, ARRANGED 
IN ORDER OF PUBLISHED PRICES. 


*** llooks in more l lisin nnr 
per Voluipe ami price per Set. 
can pilhcr lie reckoned as Tour al 

Sixprnr* A r et. 

PLAYGOERS' THEATRE SERIES. 

fhl? Shilling. 

STRUCTURAL BOTANY. 

O/i Skilling AVf. 

ALBANY, COUNTESS OF. I.n\ 
AUSTEN, JANE. MnMin. 
BEACONSFIELD. Kehl.le. 

BISMARCK. Lnm*. 

BOLIN GBROKE, H usual I . 

BRONTE, EMILY. Kol-in^ ■» 
BROWNING, MRS. Iiii-mm. 
DALHOUSI& Troll. t. 

DERBY. Kelil ili*. 

DE STAEL MAD. I Hilly. 
EDGEWORTH, MARIA. Zimiumi. 
ELIOT, GEORGE. JUiii l. 

FOX. Wakeinaii. 

FRY, ELIZABETH. 1'ilin.m. 

FULLER, MARGARET. Ilnur. 
GAMBETTA. .M uncial*. 

GLADSTONE. Lmy. 

GODWIN. MARY. I'crniell. 

GRATTAN. I>uiiln|.. 

LAMB, MARY, Ilil.'lirl*!. 

MARGARET OF NAVARRE. R»l>iu-nn. 
MARTINEAU. .Miller. 

METTERNICH. Mnllwn. 

MORE, HANNAH. Ynnra*. 
O’CONNELL. II nuiilti hi. 
PALMERSTON. Hanileri. 

PEEL. MoiitURiie. 

PRINCE CONSORT. Y..n«i-. 

RACHEL. Kciinnnl. 

ROLAND. Blind. 

SAND, GEORGE. Tlimniii. 

SHELLEY, MRS. IWelli. 

SIDDONS, HRS. A. Keiinnrd. 
VICTORIA, QUEEN. ttmrlt. 
WELLESLEY. Malkv.ni. 

WESLEY, S. Clarice. 

One Shilling uml Sixprnn . 

DEVONSHIRE IDYLS. O'Neill. 

TOLD IN THE DIMPSES. H'Xeill. 

One Shilling a ml Sixprnr? .V W. 

ANACREON ODES. 

BROWNE'S RELIGIO MEDICI. 

DE QUINCEY'S WORKS. 2 v. nHi. 
EMERSON'S ESSAYS, 2 vuh. nn-li. 
EVERYMAN. Paper. 

GAMMRR GORTON’S NEEDLE. I'.iper. 
HEY WOOD'S FOUR P.P., Ac. I’iii-t. 
JOHN JOHN AND TOM TILER. 

MONT/[lGilE’S ESSAYS. 0 volu. e.uli. 

OMAR KHAYYAM. 

RABELAIS* WORKS. 3 vote. each. 


Volume arc lisle> I wire, at price 
Urns Cervantes' Don Quixote " 
2s. (id. each or : one at 10s. 

One Skilling amt Sixpence Met. 
UDAL’S ROISTER DOISTER. * 
VOLTAIRE'S CANDIDE. 
WORDSWORTH'S LYRICS. 

Tiro Shilling*. 

WIDOW WOMAN. D-o. 

DEVON IDYLS. O'Neill. 

Tiro Shilling* Xet. 

ANACREON ODES. Limp leal her. 
BROWNE'S RELIGIO MEDICI. I.|». lr. 
DE QUINCEY'S BEST WORKS. 2 vnh. 
earli. 

EMERSON'S ESSAYS. 2 vih. ineli. 
EVERYMAN. 

HEY WOOD'S FOUR P.P., Ac. 

- JOHN JOHN AND TOM TILER. 
GAMMER GURTON'S NEEDLE. 
MONTAIGNE’S ESSAYS, li \.»ln. ■•sicli. 

1 .imp leu* I it. 

OMAR KHAYYAM. I.imp leather. 
RABELAIS' WORKS. :i v. i-m-li. I.p. lr. 
UDAL'S ROISTER DOISTER. 
VOLTAIRE'S CANDIDE. I.|>. lentliei. 
WORDS WORTH’S LYRICS. Lp. lr. 

Tun Shilling* mid Sixp ( nr?. 

COOKE'S BOTANIC TERMS. 

LEITH'S LEMON VERBENA. 

Y'lr-i ShiHin-j* and Six pen?? X-l. 

AINSWORTH'S WINDSOR CASTLE. 

2 voh. i ‘arli. 

TOWER OF LONDON. 2 v. e.u li. 
OLD ST. PAUL'S. 2 vnls. earli. 
GUY FAWKES. '2 v..|s. earli. 

- ROOKWOOD. m 2 vols. cm-li. 

JACK SHEPPARD. 2 vi.ls. earli. 

- - CRICHTON. 2 voIm. earli. 

MISER'S DAUGHTER. 2 v. rurli. 

- ST. JAMES. 

- - STAR CHAMBER. 

FLITCH OF BACON. 

SPENDTHRIFT. 

ANACREON ODES. Htp. leutliur. 
ARABIAN NIGHTS. 0 vnl*. earli. 
BECKFORD'S VATHEK. 

BOCCACCIO'S DECAMERON. -1 v. earli. 
BROWNE’S RELIGIO MEDICI. Sip. lr. 
CERVANTES' DON QUIXOTE. I \ . esu li. 

EXEMPLARY NOVELS. 2 v. earli. 

DE QUINCEY'S BEST WORKS. 2 vuls. 
rncli. 

EMERSON’S ESSAYS. 2 voK rsuli. 
ERASMUS'S COLLOQUIES. 2 v. earli. 

PRAISE OF FOLLY. 

GANZ'S HINTS ON PAINTING. Paper. 

HINTS ON MODELLING. 1'apcr. 

HERRICK'S HESPERIDES. 2 v. uni'll. 
HOMER'S ILIADS AND ODYSSEYS. 
4 vols. each. 
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T*ro Skillings and Sixpence Net. j Four Shillings Net. 


LAMB'S WORKS. « vola. each. ; 

EE SAGE'S GIL BLAS. 4 vola. enrh. 1 
A LEWIS'S THE MONK. :t vols. i-nrli. ■ 

• MARGARET OF NAVARRE'S HEP- 

TAMERON. ft virtu, ea-li. 

• MONTAIGNE'S ESSAYS. c« Mils. e:i.-h. | 

Stamped leather. \ 

MONTESQUIEU'S PERSIAN LETTERS. 

3 vols. each. 

OMAJt KHAYYAM. Stamped hutlirr. i 

PIERS PLOUGHMAN'S VISION. 2 vds. 

each. ■ 

PLOTINUS ON THE BEAUTIFUL. 
RABELAIS' WORKS, ft v.»l-. i-.n li. 

;i v. eneli. Stp. leal her. 

RADFORD'S POEMS. 

ROUSSEAU'S CONFESSIONS. 2 v>ls. 
eneli. 

SCCTT'S CHUISE OF THE “MIDGE." 

2 villa, eneli. 

SELDEN’S TABLE TALK. 
SAINTE-BEUVE'S ESSAYS. K v. eneli. 
SMOLLETT'S RANDOM. :t v. null. 

PICKLE. 4 vnl*. eneli. 

- FATHOM. 2 v.*ls. t ael,. 

- - CLINKER. 2 v»ls. eneli. 

- GREAVES. 

VOLTAIRE’S CANDIDE. Sip. Ir. 
WORDSWORTH'S LYRICS. Sip. Ir. 


Three Sk Mings Net. 

DE QUINCEY'S BEST WORKS. 2 Villa. 
EMERSON'S ESSAYS. 2 vula. 


Three Shilling s mid .mV/ioi'v. 

BOURGET'S A LOVE CRIME. 
-BUNYAN'S PILGRIM'S PROGRESS. 
CUPPLES' A SPLICED YARN. 
DASENT'S TALES FROM THE 
FJELD. 

FLAUBERT'S MADAME BOVARY. 
SALAMBO. 

GAUTIER'S MDLLE. DE MAUPIN. 

TALES AND ROMANCES. 

GILMORE'S WILD BEASTS. 
GONGOURT'SfDE) RENEE MAUPERIN. 
LEE'S OUR LITTLE TOWN. 
MURGER'S BOHEMIANS. 

NELSONIAN REMINISCENCES. 
OHNET'S THE MARL-PIT MYSTERY. 


Thr i Shillings and Sixpence Set. 

DRAYTON'S NYMPHIDIA. 

FORBES' MONKEYS. 2 vula. eneli. 
GANZ'S HINTS ON PAINTING. 

HINTS ON MODELLING. 

HINKSON'S EXPERIENCES. 

KIRBY'S BUTTERFLIES. 3 vola. eneli. 

MOTHS. 2 vula. each. 

LYDEKhER'S BRITISH MAMMALS. 

CATS. 

MARSUPIALS. 

OGILVIE-GRANT'S GAME BIRDS. 
2 vols. each. 

OMAR KHAYYAM. ( '<>l<niri:<l l'lutea. 

SHARPE'S BRITISH BIRDS. 4 v. each. 
YEATS' DEIRDRE. 


DE QUINCEY'S BEST WORKS. 

2 vrila. Limp Inat-linr. 

EMERSON'S ESSAYS. 2 v. I.p. leather. 

Fun? Shillings mul Sixpence Net. 
RABELAIS' WORKS. *J\W 

Five Shillings Net. 

AINSWORTH'S WINDSOR CASTLE. 

2 vula. 

. .. TOWER OF LONDON. 2 vola. 
OLD ST. PAUL'S. 2vu|». 

GUY FAWKES. 2 vola. 
ROOKWOOD. 2 vola. 

JACK SHEPPARD. 2 vola. 
CRICHTON. 2 vola. 

MISER’S DAUGHTER. 2 vola. 

CERVANTES' EXEMPLARY NOVELS. 
2 vola. 

DE QUINCEY’S-BERT WORKS. 2 vola. 

St’sli.r' ■! lcuMier. 

EMERSON'S ESSAYS. 2 vnR 
HERRICK'S HESPERIDE5. 2/ vols. 
HEY WOOD'S PROVERBS. 

OMAR KHAYYAM. Japan vellum. 
PIERS PLOUGHMAN’S VISION. 2 v. 
ROUSSEAU'S CONFESSIONS. 2 vola. 
SCOTT'S CRUISE OF THE ” MIDGE." 
2 vola. 

SMOLLETT'S FATHOM. 2 vula. 

CUNKER. 2 voh. 

Six Shillings. 

BLACKMORE’S LORNA DOONE. 

- - CHRISTOWELL. 

BUNYAN'S PILGRIM'S PROGRESS. 
CHAFFERS' HAND - BOOK TO 
KERAMICS. 

GOULDSBURY’S DULALL. 
KINGSLEY'S WESTWARD HO! 
LONG’S NAVAL YARNS. 

YEATS' CELTIC TWILIGHT. 

IDEAS OF GOOD AND EVIL. 

Six Shillings Net. 

BOSWORTH’S ANGLO SAXON 
GOSPELS. 

BOLLINGER'S GENTILE AND JEW. 
2 vola. caeli. 

FIRST AGES. 

DURANDUS 1 SYMBOLISM JF 
CHURCHES. 

MOEHLER'S SYMBOLISM. 

RABELAIS' WORKS. 3 vula. I.Ji. Ir. 
YEATS’ THE SECRET ROSE. 

Seven Shilling* Net. 

FORBES’ MONKEYS. 2 vula. 
KIRBY'S MOTHS. 2 vola. 
OGILVIE-GRANT'S GAME BIRDS. 

2 vula. 

Seven Shillings and Sixpence. 

WALKER’S THROUGH THE NUTIHY. 

Sewn Shillings anti Sixpence Na. 

ERASMUS' COLLOQUIES. S vola. 

1 LEWIS’S THE MONK. Uvula. 



32 GIBBINGS and COMPANY, LIMITED 

Seqgn ShiUingt and Sixpence Net. Twine Shillituts and Sixpence Net. 


MONTESQUIEU'S PERSIAN LETTERS. 

3 VOlS. 

OKA®. KHATTAK. India Paper Eil. 
RABELAIS' WORKS. 3 vote. Stp. Ir. 
RALEIGH'S '^REVENGE." 
ROS8ETTVS ITALIAN POETS. 
SAINTE-BKUVE'S ESSAYS, ilvuk 
SMOLLETT'S RANDOM. 3 vote. 
STOFES* SHAKESPEARE'S WAR- 
WICKSHIRE CONTEMPORARIES. 
WALSH’S LITERARY CURIOSITIES. 
YEATS' BIBLIOGRAPHY. 

Nine Shillings Net. 
MONTAIGNE'S ESSAYS. Ovnb. 

Ten Shilling Net. 

BOCCACCIO'S DECAMERON. 4 voIm. 
CERVANTES' DON QUIXOTE. 4 vote. 
CHAPMAN'S HOME*’. 'LMDS. &c. 4 v. 
LE SACK'S GII bLAS. 4\..K 
SMOLLETiS PtCKLE. 4 vote. 

TV.' Shilling* and Sixpence Net. 

KIRBY'a BUTTERFLIES. 3 vote. 

Twice Shilling* Net. 

DOLLINGER'S GENTILE AND JEW. 
2 vote. 

MONTAIGNE’S ESSAYS. (I vote. J.p. Ir. 
"LOST” TUDOR PLAYS. 


, MARGARET OF NAVARRE. Hopta- 
I mernn. 5 vote. 

RABELAIS’ WORKS. 5 vote. 

Fourteen Shilling* Net. 
SHARPE’S BRITISH BIRDS. 1 vote. 

Fifteen Shilling* Net. 

LAMB’S COMPLETE WORKS. *' vote. 
MONTAIGNE'S ESSAYS. H \<»te. Sip. Ir. 
. ARABIAN NIGHTS, ttvola. 

Tirrnty-unr Shilling* AV. 
j ARABIAN NIGHTS. B vote. Kvtm pi 

Thirty Shilling* Nr‘. 

SMOLLETT’S WORKS. 12 vote. 

Thirty-fire Shilling * Net. 

CHAFFERS' KERAMIC GALLERY. 

Ft •rty-hm Shi! Hints Net. 

“ LOST " TUDOR PLAYS, Lsiruu I': 

Sight Shilling* Net. 

: YEATS' COMTLETE WORKS. 

One Hundred and fire Shillings Net. 

: TEMPLE'S SPANISH PAINTING. 










